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PRINCE CHAKHING 

" A ND I do beg. Miss Leimani, that you will 

x~V. try, at least for this one day — when, as you 
know, I am particularly anxious for them to appear at 
their best — to contrive for the children to come in from 
their walk bright and cheerful 1 It is most aslonishir^ 
to me that they should come in, day after day, either 
fretful or in actual tears." 

" Shan't come in at all next time if it's old rice- 
pudding i^ain for dinner ! " said Cediic, running his 
hoopstick with an excruciating noise over the black- 
and-white marble flags of the hall. 

" / shall come in good I " piped AmabeL " Uncle 
Theophilus is sure to have presents for us, and he 
will have come before tea-time." 

" Childhood ought to be the happiest time of life, 
and is, if proper care is taken," said Mrs. Croome, 
in her best platform manner. " And I must say, Miss 
Lemiard, that it is a disappointment to me, after the 
very high recommendations I had with you, to find 
you so poor a manager ! " 

Margery Lennard raised large submissive eyes to her 



.,Gt>()gle 



The Real Mn. Holyet 

enifdoyer's face — hex schoolfellows had been vroiit to 
say that she was " all eyes " — but said nothmg. How- 
ever she had failed as a teacher, she had at least leamt 
her own lessons well in three months. She must keep 
her diarges always spotless and {HvsentaUe ; she 
must spend her time exclusively with them, night and 
day, without expecting change or holiday of any sort ; 
she must teach them, without any reference at all to 
their natural gifts, all the knowledge which the most 
precocious eight-year-olds of genius might manage to 
acquire, and at the same time train them to be quite 
perfect in manneis, bright and conversable when 
required to show oS, silent angeb at other times. 
She must never, never punish. Above all, she must 
avoid, for her own part, aU suspicion of the deadly vice 
of " answering back," and understand, once for all, 
that governesses ven to be seen and not heard. 

"Now,' pray, go, at once I" said Mrs. Croome. 
" I can't imagine why you should be dawdling in this 
way, when the afternoons now are so short I " 

Margery went silently down the wide steps after 
her pupils, dreading the usual wrangle as to shops 
versus Gardens ; but for once in a way she was spared 
tiSs'. Cedric was anxious to try the paces of a new 
hoop, which was incompatible with shop{Hng. Amabel 
had a sentimental hope of meeting with a certain 
black-eyed little boy, whose attention she had vunly 
sought to attract ever since his first appearance in the 
Gardens ; and to-day, armed with a new Teddy bear, 
and brave in her best velvet coat and hat, she felt that 
she could no longer be ignored. So she minoed along 
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beside the eager Cediic, and for once made no complaint 
of the rate at which he went. 

They were not pretty children, being pale, as London 
children are apt to be, and peevish-looking, with the 
fretfulness that comes of over-indulgence ; but each 
possessed a wonderful quantity of hght, curling hair. 
Amabel's was caught back and tied with ribbon on 
each temple, falling behind in a heavy mass of ripples 
below her waist. Cedric's, cut square in front, lay 
on his shoulders in curls after the Fauntleroy fashion, 
and his mother took pains to keep him dressed in 
accordance with that high ideal. The hair was suffi- 
ciently remarkable to make strangeis turn often to 
look after it in the street ; but they passed over the 
pale-faced young governess subsequently with only a 
earless glance, for no one had ever yet called Mai^ery 
Leonard pretty. She was very tall, and much too 
slim for her height. Her features were too large for her 
^[tremely thin face, her black hair and strongly marked 
eyebrows too strongly contrasted with her colourless 
cheeks. Even her grey eyes, set in long black lashes, 
were robbed of their undeniable beauty, because they 
looked so unnaturally, uncomfortably large. ^ 

" ThCTe's the gate — now we can run 1 " said Cedric, 
and began to do so forthwith, with Amabel in his wake. 
Margery quickened her steps in pursuit. It was quite 
useless to call them back ; but, fortunately, eight 
years old is a poor match for long-limbed e^hteen. 
They were sure to make for the long, wide path under 
the plane-trees, where nurses, children and governesses 
"—the three degrees of importance, in a descending 
5 I* 
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Kale — most did congr^ate. Matfjoy had a liking Cor 
it on her own account. It was bright and sonny. 
One could sit there qnite comfortably, even when one's 
coat vras not wonderfully thick, on any reasonably 
mild winter day ; and there was plenty to watch, even 
for a lonely person who knew nobody and was not 
expected to make friends. It is true that a good 
many kindly glances had been cast from time to time 
towards the very young and pale girl, vbo was always 
alone with her little charges ; but on one occasion, 
when a warm-hearted little Swiss governess had made 
advances of friendship, and had caused a long morning 
to slip by like five minutes, Mrs. Croome's subsequent 
indignation had been so great that Margery had never 
dared to repeat the pleasant experiment 

" The children tell me that you have actually been 
talking all this morning to a foreign person — a foreigH 
person. Miss Lennard ! — whom they do not know, t 
thought you told me that you had no friends in 
London ? " 

" No. I have not," Maigery acknowledged^ 
trembling. 

" Then who introduced yon to her ? " 

Margery was forced timidly to own that there had 
been no introduction — ^no formality of any sort: 
that the morning's chat had been only bom of a kind 
impulse on the part of a perfect stranger : that she 
did not even know the name of her new acquaintance's 
employers. 

There was an awful pause. 

" You go out to take care of my children ; not to 
4 
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amuse yoniself with unde^rable companions," swl 
Mrs. Croome terribly. " This must not occur again. 
Do you understand that ? " 

Uargery muimured the iaintest " Yes " in reply ; 
and tlie next day disconraged her new friend for good 
and all, and ever thereafter took care to reject any 
farther advances made to her. She could not afiord 
to quarrel with her bread-and-butter, 

" You live in one of the fine houses in Canning 
Place ! " the little Swiss had exclaimed, much im> 
pressed, on that one delightful morning of comrade- 
ship; and then had gone on to describe the little 
house in Bayswater where her own lot was cast : iia 
shifts, its clever contrivances, its merriment. Margery 
learned, as the best of fun, that there was always a 
certain doubt as to the possibility of providing Tom, 
or Harry, or PetCT with his next pair of boots ; that 
Sylvia's dancing-class was only achieved at the expense 
of her mother's new winter jacket ; that sometimes 
the meat would not go round more than once, even with 
the cleverest carving, and that it was only a good 
joke to have to eke it out with dripping-toast. Margery 
looked wistfully from her own two charges to the 
rosy, shabby, good-humoured Tom and Sylvia, hob- 
nobbing in the most friendly fashion with half the other 
children in the plane-tree walk ; and did not feel that 
her own more splendid isolation was anything to be 
envied. 

The Gardens were unusually empty this afternoon, 

though it was the brightest and most charming of 

winter days. But it was more than that : it was 
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Christmas Eve, and the {^oiies of the shops htd dnwn 
most of the children away as by a magnet Cedric's 
ideas were very well suited, tbr there was practically 
no one to get in the way of that fine new hoop ; and 
Amabel, too, was quite content, for the little black- 
eyed object of her admiration was there, walking 
stolidly up and down with his norse, and she had 
the best of opportunities for strutting up and down 
in his full view, dandling her Teddy bear ostentatiously, 
and shaking her long curls back at every turn. Her 
mancenvres had very little effect on the cold-hearted 
swain, who seemed quite content with his apathetic 
strolling up and down ; but Amabel, who was a per- 
sistent child, went on steadily with her little wiles, 
undiscouraged and untiring. 

Margery sat by herself on a sunny seat, for no one 
else seemed to care to sit down at all' — not because it 
was too cold, but because all the world was too busy. 
The spirit of Christmas was abroad, even in the 
Gardens. People walked briskly, with bright faces, 
as if they had still many pleasant things to do ; and 
the scraps of passing talk that came to Margery's ears 
were all of presents and parties and holidays. One and 
all seemed to expect a great deal of enjoyment; and 
a forlorn lump rose suddenly in Margery's throat, for 
she had no agreeable expectations at all of Christmas 
in Caiming Flace~-and, though those who expect 
nothing are said to be blessed, they are not often 
among the riotously happy of the world. 

She was horrified, a moment later, to find actual 

sharp tears pricking into her eyes, and the fright of 
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the discoveay dried them at once. If Mrs. Croome 
ohjected to juvenile weeping, it was quite impossible 
to imagine what she would say to a governess who 
returned from her walk with a tear-stained face ; and 
Margery bad a desperate feeling that if she once began 
to cry, she coold not stop at all. She took herself 
sharply to task for her absurd, disgraceful — nay, quite 
unpardonable — behaviour. What in the world had she 
to cry for ? She had never expected to find govemess- 
ing a bed of roses. She had been accounted fortunate 
to secure this highly eligible situation, mth a salary 
beyond what most young beginners hoped for — more 
than half, in fact, what Mrs. Croome paid her lady's 
maid. With only tvra charges, her duties were light 
enough — and, by the way, where were the children ? 

She sat up straight and looked hastily round. There 
was Amabel, still parading and pirouetting at a little 
distance from the unresponsive object of her admira- 
tion. But Cedric and his hoop had vanished. 

" Amabel ! Amabel ! Where has Cedric gone ? " 
cried Margery. 

" / don't know. Miss Leimard," said Amabel, not 
troubling to come nearer, but raising the httle thin 
voice that was such an absurd repUca of her mother's. 
" It's not my place to look after him." 

There was a deadly truth in this, most obvious, most 
exasperating, and anything but consoling. Margery 
started up from her seat, looking anxiously round for 
the truant. Only two minutes before he had been 
contentedly running up and down the plane-tree wallc, 
from one end to the other, and now he had vanished 
7 
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as if into thin air. True, there were plenty of other 
paths, but none so straight, broad, and generally 
eligible for the bowling of a new hoop. But it was 
absurd to be alarmed about him ; of course, he would 
come back in a minute or two. There was no danger 
of any sort, except 

Her hasty thoughts, reaching that precise point, 
were met by a splash and a blood-curdling shriek. 
With a gasp of horror, Margery set off running as if 
her feet were winged. There was no mistaking the 
voice ; she had heard Cedric's peculiar high-pitched 
scream far too often to be in any doubt now as to the 
screamer. Of course, that one particular part of the 
Gardens was absolutely fortndden to both the children, 
unless she was with them ; but they were not in the 
habit of obedience, unless it happened to fit in with 
their occupations. Tlie very worst of all had hi^ 
pened : and how was Margery ever to face Mrs. Croome 
again ? 

It took only two minutes, that seemed years, to 
reach the dreadful pond, which was all broken up into 
waves and ripples. People were running towards it 
from all sides. In the very middle floated the brand- 
new hoop that had been Cedric's pride and joy five 
minutes before ; and at Margery's very feet, as she 
paused on the edge, Cedric's brown velvet hat bobbed 
up and down. 

" What a naughty boy Cedric is, isn't he, Miss 
Lennard ? " said Amabel's squeaky, virtuous little 
voice at her elbow. 

" Don't I " choked Mai^ry, with wild eyes scanning 
6 
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the little waves. Surely, surely there had not heen time 
for Cedric to sink and rise three times — and surely 
drowning people always did that I If only she could 
tell the exact point where he had fallen in, so that she 
might throw herself after him at the same place 

" You don't think he is quite drowned, do you, Miss 
Lennard ? " inquired Amabel with interest. 

" Don'i, Amabel t " said poor Margery again. 

" If he is, the rocking-horse will be all mine, won't 
it ? " Amabel pursued pleasantly. 

Margery turned away with a shiver, clasping and 
unclasping her hands. Her mind ran forward with 
lightning speed to the awful return to Canning Place. 
It seemed years ^ce she had reached the edge of the 
pond, and yet the people who had begun running 
towards it from a little distance at the sound of the 
splash and scream had only just arrived. They were 
asking her excitedly what had happened — ^wfao it was 
— ^what had become of him 

" Why, there he is 1 and oh, ahat a mesa he is in ! " 
cried Amabel. 

Margery turned, gasping. A well-known sound of 
fretful crying was coming rapidly towards her — she 
had never expected to hear that particularly exaspera- 
ting noise with such rejoicing. A wet, dripping, 
muddy brown creature was being quickly carried 
towards her in the arms of someone very tall. 

" Oh, Cedric I " screamed Amabel. " Look — looti 
at your best suit ! " 

" I'm afraid I gave you an unnecessary fright," said 

a voice over Malory's bead. " I was lucky enough 

9 

D,™),prii>,Google 



The Real Mrs. Holyer 

to be standing by this yotu^ man vrbiai be over- 
balanced, and had him oat almost before he was 
fairly in ; but I could see no one belongiDg to him, 
so we went the wrong way at first. Don't worry about 
him— he isn't any the worse for it." 

Margery looked up straight into a pair of very bine 
eyes, which were looking down at her with reassuring 
kindness. She was so very tall that she had not 
often to look up at anyone ; bnt this particular person 
over-topped her by four or five inches. He was young 
— not so much older than herself — and handsome 
with the frankly obvious beauty of a fairy-tale prince, 
about which there cannot be two opinions. He set 
Cedric down on his feet, giving him a friendly little 
shake. 

" There, young man ! That'll do ! " said he. 
" There is nothii^ the matter now, you know ; and a 
fellow of your size is too big to cry. Besides, you 
are frightening your sister," 

" She isn't our sister," said Amabel, with indigna- 
tion. " She's only our governess ! " 

" So much the worse for you, then ! " said Cedric's 
rescuer; and he shook himself too, incidentally, for 
he was nearly as wet and muddy as Cedric himself. 
Hai^ery began to stammer out faltering, distressful 
thanks; but he cut them short at once with a gay 
laugh and a merry glance from the kind blue eyes. 

" My humble garments will be none the worse ; but 

the young man's " he said, with an expressive 

glance of some amusement at the Fauntleroy velvet ; 
and Margery, notii^ for the first time what a deplorable 
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state her cbai^ was in, tamed, if posdble, a little 
whiter than before. 

" Oh, I must get him home at once ! " she said. 
" Come, Cedric, be quick, or you will catch such a cold t " 

But Cedric, subsiding in a hopeless heap on the path, 
wept and wailed, and dechned to walk at all. A 
crowd was rapidly gathering round them. The jronng 
man, with one disgusted glance, picked up the sobbing 
child without ceremony, and walked off with him. 

" There are cabs only five minutes away — though 
he would have been better walking," he said briefly. 

Margery followed as quickly as she might, with 
Amabel drawing pettishly at her hand, and declaring 
that she was tired, and could not walk any farther — 
and why were they not going home the other way? The 
Croome children were certainly not a helpful pair in 
any dilemma. For the last half of the little distance, 
Margery had to drag her refractory companion along 
almost by force, which so impeded their i»ogress that, 
by the time they reached the gate, Cedric was already 
established in a cab, with his rescuer standing by it 
like a jailer. 

" \ow, then, in with you, too ! " and he swung 
Amabel inside in an unceremonious fashion not at all 
to her taste ; and then gave Mai^ery's hand a re- 
assuring grasp — f. very cold hand, even through hux 
wooflen glove. " Don't wony about him — I should 
smack him, if I were in authority I " he said. " He's 
quite an right, and won't be any the worse for it. 
Where shdl I tell the man to drive to ? " 

"Vive, Canning Place," said Ha^ery faintly; and 
zi 
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could not help seeing, even in the midst of her misery, 
a quick glance of half amusement, half interest, that 
met her words. But he said nothing more, except, 
just as the cab was moving off, a very brief injunction 
through the vrindow : " Don't pay the man over again." 
Then he Ufted his hat and turned away, smiling, gay 
and debonair ; and Margery's heart, as she lost sight 
of him, went down like lead. It was all very well to 
say : " Don't worry." He bad not the prospect of 
facing Mrs. Croome. He did not know that that 
beautiful velvet suit had been donned with the sole 
purpose of making a favoorable impression on the rich 
and eminently desirable Unde Theophilus, who would 
presumably have arrived by this time. Lower and 
lower went Margery's heart, as she surveyed Cedric 
sitting opposite to her, a truly deplorable object ; 
for brown vdvet hates water as much as does the 
proverbial cat, and a pale little fretful face, stained 
with tears and mud, is anything but prepossessing. 
Even the beautiful curls were wet and matted with 
mud ; and, with a new pang, Margery remembered that 
the very expensive hat, in her rdief at sight of its 
owner, had been left to bob up and down forlornly at 
the edge of the pond. 

" Don't cry any more, Cedric — don't, dear ! " she 
implored. " It's all right now, you know ! " 

" I'm all wet and uncomferable ! " wept Cedric. 

" We shall be at home directly, and you will soon be 
warm and dry again," urged Margery. 

" He'll be sure to catch his death of add," said 
Amabel complacently. " He always does if he gets 
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vet IJs had infamation of the tongue once, and bis 
tonper was two bundled and two t " 

" It wasn't I " said Cedric. 

" It was ! " said Amabel. 

Cedric melted incontinently into fresh tears. 

" I shan't catch my death I " he shrieked. " I 
won't be buried in a hole ! " And he slapped Amabd 
with a will, and with such a wet and muddy hand, 
that her appearance also was efiectually spoiled for the 
afternoon, and her ready tears came as if someone had 
pulled the string of a shower-bath. 

" Children ! children ! " cried poor Margery, with 
her own lips quivering. " Have you forgotten your 
ancle ? What will he think, if he sees you come in with 
faces like that ? " 

But the little Croomes, brought up to no habits of 
self-restraint, only wept consumedly, with mouths 
mde open. The chorus of roars attracted far more 
notice than was pleasant, though Margery hastily pulled 
up both windows ; and it was almost a rehef when they 
tamed into Canning Place. At least, the terrors of 
the journey were over, and the worst of all must be 
over too, in a very few minutes more. If only there 
were any chance of Mrs. Croome's being out, or, at 
least, temporarily out of sight and hearing ! But that 
was beyond hope. The mere stopping of the cab would 
infallibly attract her attention ; and, besides, there 
was not the least likdihood that she would be out of 
the way. The triumphal return of the children from 
their walk had been planned out for the immediata 
impressing of Uncle Thoophilus, 
13 
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Sbe cut out one despairing glance, and then stepped 
out of the cab herself and helped the sobbing childien 
in a dumb apathy of honor. It was even woise than 
she had feared. There, actually vraiting at the dining- 
room window, was the expectant face of Krs. Croome, 
and beside it a round, pink, bald head, which could 
belong only to Uncle Theophilus. 

The guilty trio went very, very slowly up the long 
flight of steps. 

" What does this mean. Miss Leonard ? " 

Urs. Croome had come out into the hall to meet 
them. Her voice had never been so awful. Her light 
eyes had never ghttered so ominously. 

Margery trembled where she stood, not daring to 
look up after one terrified glance. 

" I am so sorry — oh, so sorzy t " she faltered. 
" Cedric was bowling his new hoop " 

" And it's lost 1 We've left it behind in the pond I " 
howled Cedric, suddenly waldog up to this disastrous 
fact, which had not previously occurred to him 
amongst his other woes ; and he ran forward, to throw 
his muddy self for sympathy upon his mother's new 
and delicate grey silk gown. 

■' And his hat's there too — the new one that was so 
particular 'speosive. Miss Lennard forgot to get it 
out," said Amabel, supplying this additional infoima- 
turn with a manner that would have been precocious 
if it had not been so impish. 

Mrs. Croome took a hasty step backwards, drawing 
hN light skirts together. 

" Don't come near me — ^run away upstairs at mM' 
H 
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childreal " she cried sharply, in a voice of .dreadful 
lepiessioa, " Miss Lennard, have the goodness to 
make them both presentable before I see them again. 
Why, the child is soaking wet I " putting a giogeriy 
hand on Cedric's muddy shoulder. " I never heard of 
snch a thing t Quite disgraceful t " 

Margery shrank as if the sharp words had been a 
whip-lash, and dumbly took a hand of each child to 
lead them away. 

" Come, come, Selina I Accidents will happen I " 
said a cheerful, fat voice, and Uncle Theophilus 
appeared at the dining-room door, his round face 
breaking at once into irrepressible laughter. " What 
a pair of little mudlarks I Here's a parcel for each of 
yon to open while you are getting dry," and he pro- 
duced with some difficulty from a tight pocket two 
tempting little packages. The children's tears stopped 
as if by magic at the sight, and they precipitated them- 
selves upon him with ecstasy. 

■' Don't touch your uncle, children I You're not fit 
to come near him — besides, you will catch your deaths 
if you don't run away and get dry at once 1 " cried 
Mrs. Croome hastily. 

" Nonsense 1 " said Uncle Theophilus, giving each a 
bear-like hi:^. " You aren't made to melt away in a 
little water, are you, Cediic ? But off you go at once, 
since your mother says so 1 " 

And, for a wonder, the children did go without further 
delay, disappearing up the broad staircase with Margery, 
in what was, for them, quite an obedient and tractable 
mood. 

IS 
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" Unpardonable carelessness 1 I am extnmefy 
vexed I " said Uis. Croome. 

"Never saw such eyes in my lite I " said Uncle 
TheophilTis. But be bad tbe wisdom to say it only to 
himself. 



.ribjGOOglC 



T 



CHAPTER II 

CHRISTMAS PREPASATIOMS 

HE children were washed and dried and wanned, 
and Uaigeiy's judgment would have put Cedric 
promptly to bed for the rest of the day. But the mere 
suggestion of such a thing produced such a tempest of 
screams that she bad no resource but to send down a 
timid mess^e, to inquire if Mrs. Croome expected the 
children down after tea as usual. A particularly stifi 
answer came back, that " of course, that was Mrs. 
Croome's wish " ; so Margery had no choice in the 
matter, and Cedric stopped screaming to triumph over 
her. The little parcels, which proved to cootain 
presents of equal value and great attractiveness, pro- 
vided peaceful amusement until tea was ready ; and 
Margery had time to contemplate the afternoon's 
disasters, and wonder tremblingly what awful vengeance 
would befall her. Her spirits were not raised by a 
flying visit from Flora, the grown-up daughter of the 
house, who looked in to remark that " Mother is 
furiously angry. Miss Leonard; and how on earth 
did it happen ? " 

Margery explained briefly, and the children supplied 
details. 
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" I suppose the stiit is quite mined ? " said Flora, 
fastening at once upon the special point that appealed 
most to herself. 

" I'm afraid it will never look really nice again," 
said poor Margery. 

" What a waste I and quite new only the other 
day t " said Flora. " By the way, don't let Amabel 
wear her pale blue to-night. Hiss Lennard. I want 
to wear my green, and siw: always comes and stands by 
me and kills it." 

" I don't I " said Amabel. 

" You do 1 " said Flora sharply. " You little spite- 
ful thing I " 

" I don't 1 I don't ! But I will next time, you see 
if I don't ! " cried Amabel in vindictive crescendo. 
Wherenpon Flora shook her soundly, and then fiew 
out of the room, banging the door after her. 

" Don't cry, Amabel ! " implored Margery. " You 
don't want to look an ugly girl again, do you, when 
you go down to see your uncle ? " 

" It's her that's spiteful, not me I" sobbed Amabel 
vengefuUy. But a prudent vanity fortunately checked 
her tears, and the storm passed by, k>sing itself in the 
usual animated dispute over the best-buttered piece 
of toast. Margery had long ago given up the hopeless 
task of trying to make the twins treat each other with 
at least some outward show of politeness ; and was 
even sometimes reduced to a dismal wonder whether 
either had the smallest affection for the other. Amabel's 
precocity had been laughed at and encouraged until it 
frequently ended in downright, pointless rudeness ; 
xfi 
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while tbe slower and stronger Cedric, destitute of a 
sixnilai readiness of tongue, had to prove his masculine 
superiority by mere brute force. For once, however, 
tbey combined in a brief armistice, while they simul- 
taneously dilated to Margery upon the glories of 
Christmas Day. 

" We always go down to dinner — ^not just dessert 1 " 
they cried in concert. " We stay up as late as we like, 
and we have turkey and plum pudding, and mince' 
pies, and crystallised fruits, and everything." 
" And pork-wine 1 " cried Cedric. 
" Last year you would have likoor, and it gave you a 
red face and a headache," said Amabel. 

" I don't care 1 " said Cedric. " We always have 
just what we like on Christmas Day, like the grown-ups ; 
and I shall have it again if I like ! Daddy said he never 
laughed so much in all his hfe." 

" You did look silly 1 " said Amabel, with an irri- 
tating little tinkle of shrill laughter. 

" I shall have it again if I like— I shall 1 I shall I " 
shouted Cedric. " We're both always sick the next 
day, anyhow ; but it's worth it ! " 

" And there aren't any shops open then, so there's 
nothing to go out for," said Amabel philosophically. 

" Only sweet-shops," said Cedric. " And we always 
have lots of boxes of them ; and we don't want them, 
either, just after Christmas Day." 

" What else do you do, besides having late dinner ? " 
asked Margery. 

" Oh, we always have a Christmas-tree ! " cried the 
two together. " With lots of presents — we always 
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have our presents saved up for that — and lots and 
lots of candles I " 

" But that's in the evening, of course," said Margery 
gently. " What happens before that ? " 

" Oh, we go to church, of course, in the morning, 
with mother," said Amabel primly, with a sudden 
change of manner. 

" Just spoils the day 1 " growled Cediic, looking very 
cross all at once and kicking a stool hard. 

" Cedric 1 '* said Margery, 

" Yes. It's naughty to say that, isn't it, even if he 
thinks so ? " said Amabel. " Besides, it's quite the 
thing to go to church on Christmas Day. Mother says 
so. She always does, even if she doesn't much other 
times. And, after all, it's only a short service ; and 
the decorations are rather pretty, and the hymns 
aren't bad, and lots of the people have new clothes 
on." 

" It's a much nicer church than the one we go to with 
you, too," said Cedric. " They have nice smelly stuff, 
and candles and things, and the clergymen wear 
queer clothes. I've done. Miss Lennard. Can I get 
down ? " 

" Yes, if Amabel has finished too," said Margery, 
and the twins, for once like-minded, scrambled from 
their chairs without further ado, full of their daily visit 
to the drawing-room : so anxious, in fact, to see what 
else Uncle Theophilas had about him in the way of 
presents, that the work of getting them ready was 
unusually easy. Cedric was astonishingly willing to 
fetch and put on his own shoes and socks. Amabel 
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stood still to admiiation while ber hair-ribbon was 
being tied, and did not whine at all about its being too 
tight or too loose. In a time that was a record for 
shortness, they were in order to the last flaxen curl, 
and were starting off together, as dainty and attractive 
a pair as white satin and lovely hair could make them ; 
even the little pale faces looked their best, smiling 
and expectant, with fret fulness banished for the 
moment. Margery had taken infinite pains, and 
hoped tremblingly that so much might be placed to 
her credit ; but, for all that, it was a very wretched 
hour that she spent alone before their return. Mrs. 
Croome in her ordinary moods was sufficiently alarm- 
ing ; but Mrs. Croome " furiously angry " I 

Margery shivered, and walked up and down the school- 
room, twisting ber thin hands together. Would she 
be dismissed at once ? It would be terrible to be sent 
away in dire disgrace after only three months : terrible 
to begin all over again that heart-breaking scanning of 
advertisements and reading of letters, with the addi- 
tional set-back of one bad failure behind her. True, 
she might possibly find herself eventually in some less 
lofty but more congenial situation, such as that 
described by her quondam little Swiss friend ; but 
Margery's brief encounter with the world, as repre- 
sented by Caiming Place, had not inspired her with 
hopefulness. Besides, the head-mistress of her 
Orphanage school had taken such pains to find this 
place for her, and would be so disappointed at her 
failure. No I The bad best which was all she dared 
to hope for was a terrible scolding and a tardy for- 
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glveness ; and evea that seemed more than sbe oould 
expect. 

The children were coming back, and coming back 
in a good temper, as she could tell by the tone ot their 
voices outside in the corridor. They rushed in and 
fell upon her, full of scraps of news. 

" Uncle Theophilus didn't give us anything at all. 
He's keeping it all for to-morrow." 

" He said my hair was lovely I " cried Amabel, 
shaking her long locks about with much gratification. 

" It's not any loveher than mine I So there t " said 
Cedric. 

" Well, he said that your curls made you look like 
a girl, and that if you were his, he'd have cut them oB 
when you were two — so there I And I said he might 
have had them himself for his bald head." 

" Oh, Amabel I that was very rude 1 " chided Mar- 
gery reproachfully. 

" Well, they all laughed, anyway 1 " said Amabel, 
who had come to regard that as her criterion of conduct. 

" He asked where you were. Miss Lennard— — " 

" Oh, and mother wants to see you in the library as 
soon as we are in bed I " 

Margery turned white. It was coming, then 1 Well, 
better to get it over before night. 

" She's frisht/uUy angry about the pond," said 
Amabel. 

" Well, she was ; but Uncle Theophilus begged you 
off," said Cedric, quicker of eye and perhaps of heart, 
though slower of tongue, than his sister ; and struck, 
child as be was, by the change in Maiger^s face. 
2Z 
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" He said accidents would happen, and mother said 
they didn't oaght." 

" He said you were only a child youiseU. But that 
isn't true, is it. Miss Lennard ? " 

"And mother said you were old enough to know 
better." 

" He said that, after all, there was no harm done." 

" And mother said we should see about that in a 
day or two ; and that, anyhow, if there wasn't, it was 
no credit to you. And she said she'd take care not to 
get her next governess from a charity school." 

Margery winced. 

" But daddy said that then she'd have to make up 
her mind to pay more, and that she wouldn't have got 
anyone else so cheap with such a lot of stiffkets. What 
is a stifEket, Miss Lennard ? " 

" But Uncle Theophilus said that bygones were 
bygones, and that, after all, Christmas comes but once 
a year. And / said that, of course, everyone knew 
that. Wasn't it a silly thing to say ? " shrilled Amabel 
conceitedly. 

" Come, children ! " said poor Margery, very pale 
and subdued. " It's bedtime now. And I must not 
be late, if your mother wants me downstairs." 

" I don't want to go to bed ! " said Amabel posi- 
tively. 

"I do I " said Cedric, unfastening buttons with 
baste. " It will make Christmas come all the 
quicker." 

The su^iestion was a most useful one, at least from 

Margery's point of view ; for Amabel's opposition 

23 

D,™),prii>,Google 



The Real Mrs. Holyer 

ceased at once, and she was only anxious to be the fiist 
in bed. They chattered merrily during the undressing 
[HDcess ; but Margery, sick at heart, hardly listened, 
until a {uri:her allusion to the afternoon's misadventure 
caught her attention. 

" Flora wasn't a bit interested, except about the 
gentleman who got Cedric out of the pond ; and I 
toJd her that he was like a young Apple-o t " 

" A what, Amabel ? " said Margery. 

" Apple-o," repeated Amabel testily, with raised 
voice. '* All the gentlemen in Sophia's little paper 
books, what marry the pretty ladies, are like that ; 
and he was fust like the pictures of them I " 

" But, Amabel," cried Margery, seeing a fresh 
opening for alarm, " you know you mustn't read Sophia's 
books I " 

" Why not ? " snorted Amabel. 

" They aren't meant for children " 

" Have you read them ? " asked the astute damsel. 

" No ; but I am sure " 

" You can't be sm^, if you haven't ; and they are 
most in-ter-esting," said Amabel, getting into bed 
with a detennined nod of her flaxen pigtails. " And 
he was. His eyes were as blue as — as my new frock ; 
and his hair was as pretty as Cedric's, and nearly as 
pretty as mine. Good-night, Miss Leimard." 

Cedric, after the usual brief nightly contest as to the 
use or abuse of washing his face and hands the last 
thing at night, was fortunately in bed and asleep in 
his adjoining dressing-room, and so missed this insult ; 
and Amabel's eyes looked very drowsy as Margery 
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leant over to kiss her. She shut the doot softly, and 
went downstairs to her dreaded interview. 

" Library " was only a courtesy title, for no one 
in the Croome household was addicted to reading. 
There were books, to be sure : handsome books in 
expensive calf and morocco bindings, which had cost 
much money and were without exception uncut. But 
" library " sounded well, and it was certainly a hand- 
some, spacious room, and just the place for Mr. Croome to 
enjoy his pipe and paper undisturbed. Margery went 
in and found no one there, but in one comer stood the 
Cfaristmas'tree of which the children had spoken — 
a very monster of a "tree, towering up towards the 
ceiling ; and beside it, on chairs and tables, were heaps 
of parcels, and candles, and pretty, glittering, foolish 
ornaments, and elaborate confectioneries with ribbons 
attached. The pleasant sight went a little way towards 
cheering Margery's frightened heart. It looked so 
very, very like Christmas preparations such as one 
read of in books : books about families, where everyone 
was happ^ and loved everyone else. Her own Christ- 
mases had been spent at her Orphanage school ever 
since her smallest childhood ; and though Miss Willis 
did her best to make a Christmas for the few children 
left behind without relations or friends to go to, the 
trail of the institution was over it all — it was Christmas 
in fetters. Margery had never in all her life yet seen 
real preparations for a lavish home Christmas. 

She was contemplating them with eager eyes when 

the door opened and Mrs. Croome came in, shutting it 

after her. Margery glanced trembling towards her, 
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but ber face was not one to betray emotion of any 
tort. 

" Ah I This is just what I wanted to speak to ymx 
aboat. Miss Lennard," she said, and her voice was not 
noticeably colder than usual. " I want yon to get 
the tree ready while we are at dinner, and then I will 
come in later and see how it looks." 

" I should like to, veiy much," said Mai^ry. with 
brightening eyes. " But — I haven't had any experi- 
ence. I never had to do with a Christmas-tree before." 

" Oh, I'm sure you will do it charmingly 1 " said 
Urs. Croome, with a wintry smile. " I never liln to 
leave it to servants ; this sort of thing is always so 
natch better done by one of ourselves, isn't it ? They 
haven't the same taste. All the heavy things under- 
neath, of couise, and the Ughter things wired on. You 
will find plenty of wire and so on. Oh, and I will 
ring for the steps ; yon will want them to reach the 
top of the tree. Oh, and, of course, I want the room 
nicely decorated with holly and so on ; it is all in that 
comer, I see. Take care that the candles are all quite 
safe : not under overhanging branches, or anything of 
that sort. I am always terribly afraid of fire, as you 
know." 

" I will be very careful," promised Margery earnestly. 
She had never seen Mrs. Croome so nearly friendly. 
Since apparently there was to be no scolding, after all, 
for the afternoon's doings, she was too conscientious 
not to apologize. " I am so very sorry for Cedric*s 
accident 1 " she faltered. " I will alwaj^ take the very 
greatest care in future." 
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iSis. Croome's cold smile faded like winter sunshine, 
and her manner stiSened appreciably, as if with 
frost. 

" I was, of course, extremely annoyed," she said. 
" Indeed, I was prepared to speak rather severely 
about the matter ; and should have done so, if it had 
not been for my uncle, Mr. Privett." She might just 
as well have added outright : " The great and wealthy 
Mr. Privett, of Privett and Fortescue's Indestructible 
Rubber Tyres," for her tone certainly said it for her. 
But, as a matter of fact, all that she added was : " He 
has been kind enough to ask that the matter may be 
passed over, in consideration of Ms visit and of the 
season. So we will say no more about it." 

" Thank you," murmnred Margery, and wanted to 
add ; " You are very kind." But the words, like 
Macbeth's blessing, stuck in her throat. 

" Oh — one thing more, however, before we drop the 
subject altogether. Miss Lennaid," said Mrs. Croome, 
turning back just as she had reached the door. " The 
-—the gentleman— or person— who rescued Cedric from 
what might easily have been a very serious accident — 
I did not understand exactly " 

" Oh, he was certainly a gentleman 1 " said Margery, 
rai^ng such innocent eyes that Mrs. Croome's hard, in- 
quisitive glance fell before them. 

" A friend of yours, perhaps 7 " she suggested 
tentatively. 

" Oh, no, I never saw him before, I am sure," said 

Mai^ry, in so guileless and earnest a fashion that 

even Mrs. Croome could not doubt hn. " I suppose he 

a; 

D,™),prii>,Google 



The Real Mrs. Holyer 

Just happened to be pasung. I have no idea who he 
was." 

" I see," said Mrs. Croome, her thin hps relaxing a 
very Httle ; and ^le went out, leaving Margery to 
her task. 

It was very pretty and charming woric — for the first 
hour or so. Margery had plenty of natural taste, and 
abe thoroughly enjoyed the handling of so many pretty 
things and the arranging of them to the best advantage. 
The candles were little trouble, except for their number ; 
they were all ready provided with httle metal chps, 
and the only difficulty connected with them was reach- 
ing up to the highest parts of the tree. It was very 
interesting, too, to hang up the httle parcels, each 
labelled with a name, and to speculate on their con- 
tents. Margery so enjoyed her task that quite a long 
time had passed before she realized that she was 
getting tired. A sudden whifi of dinner, something 
very savoury, stole in through the closed door and 
made her think of her own supper ; and suddenly it 
struck her that she was very tired indeed. The tree, 
so far as its decorations went, was very satisfactory ; 
she had no fault to find with her arrangements, and 
really had some reasonable hope that they might 
give satisfaction even to the severely critical eyes of 
Mrs. Croome. But what a terrible number of httle 
parcels and ornaments still remained to be fixed in 
their places ; and what arm-aching work it was to reach 
up to the very high branches ! Margery sat down for 
a minute's rest ; and the large, prosperous-looking 
clock on the mantelpiece struck nine. In dismay, she 
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remembered that her supper must have been taken 
up to the schoohoom long ago, and wondered if she 
might run up to have it before finishing her work. 
It would be a very pleasant break. On the other 
hand, if Mis. Cioome came in to find her flown, her 
task not much more than half done, she might be very 
much anno)red ; and it was not worth while risking 
the present peaceful state of affairs, especially after the 
afternoon's disasters. Margery started up again and 
began to arrange the heavy parcels under the tree. 
At any rate, that would give a little change of portion, 
though it was tiring work. Her dismayed eyes 
wandered on to the large pile of evergreens in the 
comer, which she had entirely forgotten. No, she 
had certainly understated the matter in reckoning 
her task half done ! It promised to stretch out, at 
this rate, to the crack of doom. 

There was a sound of opening doors and chattering 
voices ; and, two minutes after, the diners came in 
to see what progress she had made. They looked 
well fed and well content. Mrs. Croome sailed in 
fiist, resplendent in hehotrope velvet, glittering with 
rings and necklaces and hair'Omaments — as a City 
magnate's wife has a perfect right to do, even at 
her own domestic table. Beside her came Uncle 
Theophilus, short, round, bald, pink, irresistibly sug- 
gestive of an excellent pink ham. Flora fluttered after 
them, conveying her usual effect of being a little too well 
dressed (or the occasion, a little too plump, a little too 
much curled and powdered and scented, a little too con- 
scious of her good points. She bore too strong a family 
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tesemUance to the twins to be a distinctly pretty giri ; 
but she shared their gift of abundant and beautiful 
hair, and she had the advantage over them of a leaUy 
good pdnk-and-white complezioa. Last of the group, 
heavy-footed and flushed of face, came the master of 
the boose, difiuang an atmosphere of vintage port ; 
and before him Margery always shrank away a httle 
instinctively. She was afraid of his loud voice and 
blustering manner. Her only desire was to escape 
his notice altogether. 

" You've not finished, then, Miss Lennard 1 " 
exclaimed Mrs. Croome, in an aggrieved and dis- 
appointed voice. 

" Not quite," said Margery timidly ; and went on 
with her work in a nervous huiry. 

" Not flnished 1 " echoed Uncle Theophilus, in his 
fat, comfortable voice. " Why, if Hiss Lennard has 
done all this by herself this evening, I, for one, think she 
has done wonders I " 

" Yes, you've made it look something like 1 The 
prettiest tree we've ever had, by George 1 " said Mr. 
Croome, so unexpectedly close to Margery's e^ that 
she fairly jumped. 

" That parcel is too heavy for you, you know," 
said Uncle Theophilus, seeing her stoop again after 
a bulky box. " Come, Henry I Come, Flora ! Many 
hands make light work ; and I'm sure Miss Lennard 
has done her share for this evening. She looks tired 
enough." 

" I thought she would enjoy such interestii^ work," 
said Mrs. Croome with some acidity 
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" So I did ! I mean, so I do < " i/Laigexy protested 
haniedly. She wished they had not come. Tired 
as she was, she would rather have finished her work 
for herself. She felt out of place and awkward in 
her plain dark serge gown, in the midst of these 
fine folks in evening dress. 

" How long has it taken you, so far ? " asked Uncle 
Theophilus, surveying her with little eyes that, if they 
were somewhat too much like a fog's, were uncommonly 
shrewd. 

" I began at about seven, I think," said Uaigery 
reluctantly. Her head was so tired — she really could 
not talk and work too. The buzz of voices made her 
giddy. The extra lights which Mr. Croome had 
switched on— she had not dared to indulge herself 
with more than one^-dazzled her weaiy^eyes. 

" And now it is nearly ten. How much time did 
jrou take ofE for your dinner — supper — hey ? " said 
Uncle Theophilus. 

" I haven't had it yet," faltered Margery. " I — 
didn't like to waste time by going upstairs, when I 

was in the middle of this " 

" She has had nothing to eat/" said Unde Theo- 
philus, in a voice of extraordinary expression, turning 
upon Mrs. Croome. It seemed as if the plump gentle- 
man could imagine no greater tragedy. 

" Well ! It's her own fault 1 " said the mistress of 
the house testily. " Her supper always goes up to the 
schoolroom at the same time every evening. If she 
wouldn't give herself the trouble of going up to get it 
for herself——" 
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"Oh, come, come, Selmal It's too bad I" said 
Ur. Cioome, (Hxibably seeing the matter, like his 
uncle, mth a masculine view of its importance ; and 
further being just sofbdeatly exhilarated by the best 
contents of his excellent cellar to take a slightly 
exaggerated interest in things in general He ran^ the 
bell strenuously. 

" Oh, please t " faltered Ha^jery, in deep distress. 

But Mr. Croome was already issuing explosive orders 
to an astonished servant. " Miss Lennard has had 
no supper t Take something up to the dining-room for 
her now, in double-quick time 1 " 

" Bring her own supper down from the schoolroom," 
came Mrs. Croome's high voice, distinctly. 

" Nonsense I Of course, it's stone-cold long ago I " 
cried Mr. Croome, in a fractious tone. 

Mrs. Croome, well aware that it was, and always bad 
been, cold, was prudent enough to say no more. 

" Some cold game, or something of that sort ; yes, 
and some of that creamy stuff that Miss Flora had 
twice of ; and anything else that you can get in five 
minutes I " cried Mr. Croome, who only troubled to 
show himself master in his own house once in a blue 
mo(m, but on that one occasion saw to it that his 
orders were carried out with punctuality and despatch. 
" And — and then two or three of you can come and 
finish off this tree ! " 

" Come along, Miss Lennard I " said Uncle Theo- 
I^us ; and poor Margery, with burning cheeks, fol- 
lowed him meekly enough. She had a final glimpse 
of Mrs. Croome's stony face, which added to her misery. 
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If only they would have let tier alone 1 She would 
so infinitely have preferred going supperless to bed to 
being the centre of all this fuss and talk. Mr. Cioome 
and Mr. Privett meant to be kind, very kind ; but she 
had a dismal foreboding that she would pay deariy 
for this same kindness later. 

And yet, after all— well, after all, Margery was 
only eighteen, and more tired and hungry than she 
knew ; and cold pheasant and Charlotte Russe are 
most uncommon incidents, either at an Orphanage 
or in the daily fare of a governess, and very raising 
to the spirits. Besides, it would have been really 
ungrateful to resist the spell of Mr. Privett's kindness 
and attention, and the meiriment of his little twinkling 
eyes, as he told funny stones that needed no answer 
except laughter. Margery found herself a different 
person at the> end of a few minutes ; it was not long 
before she was laughing as she had not done for months. 
A glass of port, which Uncle Theophilus insisted on 
administering — the first she had ever tasted in her 
life — brought the colour to her pale cheats and an 
unusual light into her big eyes. She looked a difierent 
girl altogether when they went back to tbe library ; 
and Mr. Privett, trotting at her side with his bald 
pink bead only just above the level of her shoulder, 
kept glancing at her with a curious expression. 

The tree was very nearly finished. A couple of 
men-servants, sulky but cowed, were working un- 
conunonly hard under their master's eye, with his 
loud voice shouting rather confused and contradictory 
directions, and rising an extra note or two whenever 
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they made a mistake. Floca, yawning in a chair 
by the fire, threw out an occasional fretful suggestion. 
Mrs. Croome, sitting veiy upright opposite her, stared 
at Ma^ery as she returned with her escort, with hard, 
sharp eyes that were by no means pleased. 

" There will be nothing more for you to do. Miss 
Lennard, thank you," she said acidly. " You had 
better go to bed. Good-night ! " 

" Good-night ! " said Uncle Theophilus, giving her 
hand a warm clasp in his fat, podgy palm, and beaming 
at her benevolently. 

Flora nodded carelessly, without speaking. Mr. 
Croome was far too much occupied with a mistake 
that had just been made in some arrangement at the 
very top of the tree, to take the smallest notice of 
anyone but the delinquent who had made it ; and for 
that Margery was devoutly thankfuL She slipped 
softly out of the room and up the stairs, very tired, 
but lighter of heart than she had been for many a 
day. After all, Christmas was a happy time, wherever 
it was spent ; those old Chiistmases at the Orphanage 
had had much about them that was very pleasant. 
She hoped that the twins, sleeping now like a pair 
of angels, would like the tiny presents she had for them. 
Perhaps her Uttle offerings might not be altogether 
despised if she gave them the very first thing, before 
the rush of more notable gifts set in. And she was 
really looking forward to the lighting of the beautiful 
tree. Whatever the early part of the day might bring 
her, the evening at least must hold abundant 
pleasure and merriment, even for a governess who was 
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nobody at all. How kind Mr. Privett had been to 
her ! Margery thought very gratefully of him, as she 
brushed out her black hair ; but her last thon^t, as 
she laid her tired head on the pillow and promptly 
fell asleep, was a remembrance of the other man ^o 
had been kind earlier in the day, and whose gay blue 
eyes followed her into the land of dreams. 
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CHAPTER III 

CHRISTU AS DAT 

CHRISTBiAS morning dawned bright, dear. 
altogether channing. The twins were still 
asleep when Margery slipped out quietly to an early 
service ; but her return was heralded by voices shrill 
with ecsta^, and not, as was more usual, with fretful' 
ness. Amabel was sitting up in bed, examining 
minutely the doU which she had found tied with a gay 
ribbon to her bedpost : a very unpretentious doH, 
fc» Margery's purse was slender enough, but beauti- 
fully dressed in the daintiest of simple clothes, all set 
with faultless tiny stitches. The Orphanage, whik 
bowing to the modem craze for " stifiltets," was old- 
fashioned enough to teach needlework as a fine art. 

" They all take on and off, with real buttons and 
things prop'ty sewn on 1 " screamed the enraptured 
Amabel, who had learnt to suspect these intimate 
details in the course of acquiring a large family of 
expensive shop-dolls, and who, under all her affecta- 
tions, had some fragments of the true httle-girl spirit 
left. " Oh, Miss Letmaid, jiou darling I Did you 
really do it all yourself f Then 1 do want to learn to 
sew, after all 1 " 
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C«dric came flying from the iimer room and cast 
himself laptaroosly upon Margery. 

" You were a brick to remember me saying that no 
one had ever given me any ! " he cried, with a sticic 
of Plasticine in each hand. " And — and you may 
kiss me, if you like, 'cos it's Christmas t " 

Mai^ieiy complied, laughing. " And such a lovely, 
bright Giristmas, too," she said. " But don't either 
of you begin the day by catching cold ! " for Amabel 
was also scrambling hastily from her bed, with flying 
pigtails. " Now, who is going to be dressed first 7 " 

"Met" screamed the twins in shrill unison; and 
Cedric beat a hasty retreat. 

The kindly season seemed to have spread its genial 
influence all around, even so early in the morning. 
Dressing, with all its tribulations of tooth-brushes and 
the combing of tangled curls, was got through with- 
out a murmur ; and two faces that were actually bright 
and child-like appeared one on either side of Margery 
as they sat at breakfast. 

" I'm so glad you gave us our things early, and 
didn't put them on the tree with all the rest," said 
Amabel, feeding her doll with maternal care, and a 
thorough appreciation of the fact that it was provided 
with a real baby's bib. 

"Huny upt Huny up!" cried Cedric, eyeing his 
box with devouring eyes. He could hardly bear to 
waste time over mere food, with those entrancing, 
pntty-like sticks lying ready to his hand. 

The post had brought Margery all that she expected 

in the way of cards and letters from old schoolfellows 
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and teachers ; and more, a littk brooch from one of 
the former, who had mairied just after leaving the 
oijdianage. So peace and goodwill reigned qoite 
•eaaonably in the schoolroom, until the appearance 
of Mrs. Croome, splendid in a mstling gown, iriiose 
opulence might be reckoned on to attract attention, 
even in the foshionable rich church which ahe was 
accustomed to patronise. 

"Herry Christmas, mother 1 and just look at 
these I " shrieked the twins, fiii^ing themselves upon 
her. Margery could not help wincing a little at the 
cool, appraidng glance which Mrs. Croome bestowed 
on her poor little presents ; it seemed to her that 
even the children were aware of it, and that their 
pleasure in them was less from that moment. 

" Veiy nice, children 1 Very kind of Miss Lennard I " 
said Mis. Croome. "Though I should have thought 
you had plenty of dolls, already, Amabel ; and, Cedric, 
don't spoil any more clothes with that stuff ! Hiss 
Lennard, I daresay the children have told you that I 
always take them to church with me on Christmas 
morning. I have old<fashioned ideas about Christmas, 
yon know," with one of her tight little smiles. " I 
hold very strongly that it should be quite a aim^ 
family festival I'm sure you agree with me." 

" Yes," murmured Margery. 

" My husband and I simply devote the day to each 
other and our children; in fact, we should think it 
quite wicked to accept outside invitations," said Mrs. 
Croome virtuously. " I cannot understand the people 
who dine at clubs and restaurants on such a day, 
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instead of staying happily at home, as we were un- 
doubtedly meatU to do. But, then, as I said, I am 
an old-fasMoned person 1 " She gave a little twitch 
to her skirt, which certainly could have made no 
similar claim- 
There did not seem anything for Margery to say ; 
so she stood silent. 

" It should, above all," said Mrs. Croome, " be a 
day of unity, and thought for others. I always make a 
point of allowing a certain number of the servants to 
go out for some part of the day when they can be spared 
— of course, this does not apply to the cook and kitchen- 
maid, who, naturally, are more occuped than on any 
other day in the year. But the under-housemidd, 
who waits on the schoolroom, can quite well be 
allowed to have the morning ofi — I daresay you will 
notice that the room has not been dusted ; in fact, 

I hoped that you might have understood, and " 

" I will dust the room with pleasure, if you wish," 
said Margery quietly. " Shall I wash up the breakfast- 
things too ? " 

" You are always so kind, even if you do not under- 
stand quite at the very outset I " said Mrs. Croome, with 
her little thin smile. " Yes, if you will do that, and — 
of course, there are the beds to be made, and so on — 
I don't suggest, by the way, that you should go to 
church with us, because I know you prefer the Parish 
Church, where you always go." 

" Yes, thank you," Margery hastened to assent. 
" So please have the children ready in the hall at 
a quarter to eleven ; and, of course, you will be in 
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quiU in time to get them ready for londi," nid Mrs. 
Croome, and sailed benignantly out of the room. 

It was not exactly the prc^ramme that Margery 
had planned oat for herself. She would scarcely 
have put on her one pretty dress if she had foieaeea 
that she woold have to play housemaid. However, it 
was a small matter to change that and get the nxHns 
in neat order, even if it did involve rather a rush to 
change again and have the twins ready by church- 
time. What troubled her much more was that she 
had intended to have a quiet half-hour with them, in 
whidi to implant some few fresh ideas as to the real 
meaning of the day : for she had been more than a httle 
horrified at their views, as detailed so frankly to her 
the day before. But this was now, of course, quite 
out of the question. The very Utile for which it was 
possible to find time had to be sandwiched in during 
the process of dressing, when both were in a fidget 
to be oS. She could scarcely be sure that they even 
hstened to her at alL 

It was quiet and peaceful, if a httle lonely, to go by 
herself to the old-fashioned Parish Church, which had 
been gradually deserted by half its lawful congregation 
for the florid attractions of St. Ethelswitha's, ten 
minutes away. Margery was a little late— not through 
any fault of her own, but because Mrs. Croome had 
not chosen to put in an appearance until the bells 
had almost ceased ringing, and it was impossible 
to say what the twins m^ht find to do if teft by them- 
selves to wait for her. Would they behave well, 
and be a credit to her ? Ma^eiy found herself wonder- 
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ing anxiously. Thete had been much fochd for im- 
provement in their ecclesastical conduct when they 
had first fallen into her hands ; but she really hoped 
that they were a httk better by this time. She missed 
than a good deal She had grown used to finding the 
places in their Prayer Books, to the feeling of Cedric's 
cnrls mbbing against her shoulder during the sermon ; 
she hoped that there would be a sermon which they 
could understand, and hymns which they knew well 
enough to sing creditably. They were, in fact, in 
her thoughts more or less all the service throog^ ; and 
it was perhaps only human to be pleased to find, when 
they met again, that the twins had swerved from their 
earlier preference for St. Ethelswitha, and both openly 
wished that they had gone with her instead. The 
order of the service had been unusual, and had baulked 
them in their new and proud accompli^unent of 
finding a certain proportion of places for themselves ; 
and the Saxon saint had given deep offence by proving 
too modem for the old hymns that all children love. 

" We didn't have any ' Herald Angels 'atailf" said 
Cedric, sweUing under a sense of fraud. " Don't want 
to go there any more ! " 

They were, however, well spoken of for good be- 
haviour. " In fact," said Mr. Privett, who was of the 
party, and whose sitk hat shone almost as brilliantly as 
his bald bead, " I feel that Miss Lennard ought to be 
' ccmgratulated, for I never saw them so little trouble." 

" You don't know how we behave in church ! " 
said Amabel pertly. " You never came with us 
before ! " Whereat Mr. Piivett looked, for some 
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TeasoQ, ever so ali^tly foolish. His little bright eyes 
stole a quick glance at Haigery, and then as quickly 
looked away again. 

" Now real Christmas b^ns 1 " said Cedric, proceed- 
ing upstairs in a series of little hops, supporting himself 
between Margery and the banisters. 

" Oh, Cedric \ Have you forgotten already what I 
said while you were getting ready for church ? " said 
Hai^ery, very gently and timidly. She was extremely 
shy in all matters connected with reli^on. It was a 
genuine ordeal to discuss such subjects, even from the 
most conscientious of motives ; and the little Croomes 
were not the sort of children to make her task any 
easier. 

Cedric's hard little face softened a Uttle, however, 
as he looked up at her. 

" No, Hiss Lennard ; and I ^d try to think about 
it in church— only it seemed a different sort of Christ- 
mas there from yours. And it isn't church-time any 
more now till next Sunday 1 " 

" No," Amabel chimed in shrilly. " Now it's turkey 
and presents and things for all the rest of the day I 
Mind you don't eat too much at lunch-time, Cedric. 
Remember, it isn't our dinner to-day." 

" / shan't forget ! " said Cedric, affronted. " You 
always forget much more ttum me t " 

The point of view amused Mr. Privett vastly, when 
the twins started lunch with a solemn warning to each 
other, repeated at intervals throughout the meal. 
Mr. Croome, who was apt during the daytime to be a 
trifie dull and heavy in any matter that had no con- 
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nection with business interests, did not grasp the pmnt at 
all at first, and was inclined to think that his two 
youngest were sickening for something ; but, having 
once l)een made to understand, was consumed with 
extreme appreciation of the joke, and laughed 
brasterously about it at intervals all the rest of the 
time they were at table. Altogether, it was quite a 
jovial meal, compared with the usual frigid dulness 
that pievaUed when only the ladies of the family were 
at home. Margery, who sat next to Mr. Privett| 
found him a very agreeable change indeed ; for he 
talked to her quite as if he considored her to be just 
another guest, like himself, and his fat, merry chuckle 
was most infectious. She was really sorry, for once, 
when lunch was over ; whereas her general feeUng was 
pure reUef at being able to escape with the children 
to their own domain upstairs. 

" I always like them to he down for the afternoon. 
Miss Lennard, when they are going to be up so late," 
said Mrs. Croome. " Please put them to bed in about 
half an hour, and see that they stay there till tea- 
time." 

"Oh, I sayf We're not babies now!" protested 
Cedric, very cross all in a moment. But Amabel 
accepted the position as being rather flattering. 

" Flora always lies down before a balL It's quite 
a grown-up thing to do," she said. " Be»des, we've 
nothing particular to do indoors, and there's nothing at 
all to go out for, and if we go to sleep it will be the 
evening quicker ! " 

" / shan't go to sleep 1 " growled Cedric, following 
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cronly. Bat his resolation proved not to be {soof 
against a darkened room and the drow^ comfort of 
bed on a cold day. For more than ten minutes eager 
chatter went on between the two rooms, with the 
word " tree " occurring in every other sentence ; 
then longer and longn pauses came, and presently 
Hargeiy, looking cantioasly in, saw two peacefolly 
recumbent figures, each with a cheek {ullowed on a 
Teddy bear. 

She was not sorry to have an hour's peace. She 
had letters to write, in answer to those that had come 
in the morning ; and after that it was pleasant enough 
to sit by the schoolroom fire with a book, and give half 
her attention to that and half to pleasant anticipations 
of the evening. She was really looking forward ex- 
tremely, with almost as much pleasure as the children, 
to seeing that beautiful tree lighted up, and taking a 
modest pleasure in the work of her own tasteful hands. 
Her life had always been so monotonous that really 
this was one of the greatest excitements she had evex 
known, except for the rather terrible events of prize- 
giving days at school ; and those had been entirely spoilt 
for her by natural shyness and dislike of being shown 
oS as a star pupil, who had many prizes to receive, 
and some dreadfully alarming public performance 
to go through on the piano, with the coldest of shaking 
bands. But this evening would have no such torors : 
only the amusement of seeing the tree, and watching 
the distribution and unwrapping of the parcels. It 
never entered her head that any of them would be fw 
huself — in fact, no expectations could well have been 
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more modest than Margery's. She only wanted to be 
somewhere in the background and watch other people's 
pleasure ; and in that unexacting manner she reckoned 
on enjoying herself very much. It did just cross her 
mind to wonder whether she would possibly be bidden 
downstaus with the twins to dinner ; bat she did not 
really expect such a thing, or, indeed, greatly wish 
for it — ^its drawbacks would almost certainly counter- 
balance its advantages. She would really prefer to 
have her supper quietly upstairs as usual. The only 
thing that would be a great and unadulterated joy 
would be if possibly Mrs. Croome might suggest her 
going down first into the library to light the candles. * 
She would cert^nly enjoy that very much indeed. 
It would be delightful to see everyone come in, and 
hear exactly what they thought of the first sight of 
her handiwork. 

The arrival of the schoolroom tea put a sudden end 
to her meditations : a thorough Christmas tea, with 
each child's favourite sort of jam, and a large iced cake, 
with " A Merry Xmas " in pink lettering on the top. 
The charms of this almost melted Amabel's resolution, 
and she gazed at it, when she came in bom her sleep, 
with very longing eyes ; but Cedric, who had all the 
makings of a gourmet of the highest type, was very 
stem with her. " What's the use," he demanded 
fiercely, " of having only half your lunch, and then 
spoiling it all by a big tea ? " 

" But I'm hui^ry," said Amabel plaintively, with 
(yes fixed on that entrancing pink lettering. 

" So'm I," said Cediic. " Bat I'm only going to 
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have two {aeces of biead>aiid-butter, and notbing eba 
ataU." 
" Not even jam ? " suggested Maigeiy, much 



" Jam ! " said Cedric scornfully, though his eyes 
wavered for a moment as they fell on apricot kernels 
floating in a yellow sea. " Jam — when there's turkey 



Margery respectfully concealed her feelings, and 
made no further attempt to b^oile the gastronomic 
hero ; and Amabel, fired by his example, bravely 
munched bread-and-butter too, and only devoured the 
dainties with her eyes. But it was a severe trial to 
the constancy of any javenile mind, and when Margery 
sought to console the self-made martyrs by some 
further reference to their coming reward, Cedric could 
not bear it. 

"Don't I" he exclaimed. "It's three hoars off 
yet — and I fed all hollow inside, and I don't know how 
I'm ever going to live till then I " 

" Suppose we ffiW die first, and never had our dinner I " 
said Amabel, with appalled, round eyes. And even 
Cedric's resolution faltered before the terrible suggestion. 

" I suppose we shan't starve, quite, before then. 
Miss Lennard ? " he said, in a voice that was not so 
careless as it was intended to be. 

" Certainly not," said Margery, with most reassuring 
decision: thongh her voice, for some reason, was 
perhaps a trifle less steady than usual, so that Cedric 
looked at her with sharp suspicion. " Come, let's 
talk about the tree instead I " 
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" You've seen it, liaven't you 7 " said Amabd, mth 
a hungry, pathetic sigh. 

" Yes. But not when it was quite finished," said 
Margery. " And, do you know, I have never seen a 
Chiistmas-tree lighted up in all my life I " 

The twins' attention was fairly diverted by this 
astounding statement. Amabel's shrill surprise was 
quite ear- piercing, and Cediic began an insistent 
catechism of " But why, Miss Lennard ? Wky ? " 
It took them quite a long time to realize that there 
were in existence many children who never had a 
Chiistmas-tree, either at their own homes or at other 
people's parties. When that remarkable fact had 
fairly sunk in, both were all eagerness to describe what 
Margery mi^t expect to see, and dilate upon its 
glories, and impress upon her the knowledge that 
their tree was always vastly superior to any other that 
they ever met with elsewhere. 

By that time tea was over, and the hands of the 
clock were discovered to have moved on really a 
delightfully appreciable piece. Amabel began to 
fidget to be dressed for dinner at once ; and Margery 
was driven to put her oS as long as possible by a series 
of stratagems, knowing only too well what would be 
the condition of best garments, if they were worn in the 
schoolroom for an impatient hour or so before going 
downstairs. It was no easy matter to manage, and 
she was quite as much relieved as the twins when at 
last the time came when it was admissible, if one 
spread out each duty of the toilet sufficiently, to b^^ 
So she brushed Amabel's long locks until they looked 
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their veiy best, and dealt faithfully with Cedric's every 
curl, and insisted on the most intimate attention being 
paid to foolish and irritating details, such as the 
cleanliness of one's nails ; and was quite ready, after 
such an exhausting two hoars, to echo their sighs of 
rdief when at last they could fairly be allowed to go 
down. It was an additional relief, moreover, that no 
summons had come for her also to dine downstaiis. 
Now, if only a message would come Indding her to 
undertake the lighting of the Christmas-tree candles, 
she would have nothing left to wish for. 

The thought was in her mind, and she was still busy 
putting away the twins' Sunday clothes, when a 
rustling outside, and the sharp opening of the door, 
heralded Mrs. Croome's entrance. Maigeiy turned, 
with a smile of expectation on her hps, to greet the 
gorgeous vision. Mrs. Croome was shinunmng in 
splendour from the diamond osprey in her hair to the 
pointed golden shoes on her feet ; she wore a brand- 
new gown of gold brocade, and a brand new diamond 
necklace which had been her husband's Christmas 
present. 

" What I Have the children gone down already ? " 
she said, with a sharp glance at the clock. 

" They were so very anxious to go, and it 
was only five minutes too soon," said Margery 
humbly. 

" Wdl, I hope they are in no mischief ! " was Mrs. 

Croome's add rejomder. " I only looked in on my 

way down. Miss Leonard, to say that, of course, they 

will be quitt late coming to bed to-night. You need 
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not be surprised if you do not see them aguo before 
Tn'dnight ! " 

Something in Mai^ry's face seemed to make hw 
ever so little uncomfortable. Her hard eyes flickered. 
There was almost a suggestion of embarrassment in her 
tone as she went on : 

" You will have quite a nice little holiday from 
thran — ^you know, I told you this morning that I always 
like all my household, whenever it is practicable, to 
have a httle time to themselves on Christmas Day. 
Good-night ! " 

The door closed sharply again. At the very last 
she had not seemed able to meet Margery's wide-eyed, 
astonished, grieved gaze at all. 

For a couple of minutes the girl stood quite still, 
just as she had been left. Then she went dumbly into 
the adjoining room, and threw herself face downwards 
on her bed. It was probaWy ridiculous to take such a 
disappointment so hard ; but Margery was only 
eighteen, after all, and so few pleasures came in her 
way that she had built upon this one to quite an 
uiueasonable extent. It had never occurred to her 
that she was to be shut out altogether from the 
evening's amusement ; and, after all, her highest 
hopes had in all conscience been modest enough — 
only to light the candles and then watch other people 
enjoying themselves. She quite understood that this 
was Mrs. Croome's method of making her pay for the 
kindness of Mr. Privett and Mr. Croome last night. 

She lay quite still until she was chilled through, and 
there was the sound of a jingling tray being put down 
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in the schoolroom. Then she got up, and bmshed her 
hair and washed her bands, preparing philosophically 
for her soUtary supper. After all, it was very foolish 
to mind so much, especially as there was no help for 
it. Her evening would be dull and lonely, of course, 
when she bad hoped for something different ; but by 
the next morning it would all be over, just as it would 
have been if it had been a time of thorou^ enjoyment. 
The school in which she had been brought up— by which 
is implied no reflection on the excellent Orphanage — 
teaches its pupils an astonishing amount of stoicism 
quite eariy in life. She had a book to read which 
interested her. She had spent plenty of quiet, cosy 
evenings by no means unhappily over the schoolroom 
fire before now, and this one would be no exception 
to the general rule. Besides, it would have its little 
superiority, after all. The smell of the Christmas 
dinner was rising up from below in the most savoury 
and appetiang fashion ; and Margery really was, when 
all was said and done, only a schoolgirl, with a fine, 
healthy appetite that had never been spoilt by 
luxuries. 

She went back into the schoolroom with quite a 
remnant of interest in life, after all, and put out bar 
hand to take off the cover and see what bad been sent 
her. 

There was no cover to take off. 

There were two httle slices of cold mutton on one 
plate, and a piece of bread on another. There was 
half a cold rice-pudding ; and there was a glass of 
water, 
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Kitchen and servants' lull are quick enough to note 
and follow the example of the drawing-room. The 
powers that ruled the basement had not approved, 
any more than their mistress, the manner in which 
Ma^ery had been pampered the night before, and 
' were quite as ready to point their moral. 

The fire had burnt quite low, and there was nothing 
in the coal-box but a httle dust. Margery had noticed 
this earher in the day, but had not thought it worth 
while to ask for a fresh supply, since she and the 
children would be spending their evenii^ downstairs. 
She knew by experience that it was quite useless to 
ring — the schoolroom bell was never answered. She 
sat down quite suddenly in the nearest chair, and 
burst into forlorn, childish tears. 

Downstairs the Christmas dinner progressed like 
other Christmas dinners. The twins, avenging them- 
selves for their day's abstinence, ate and drank ^ut- 
tonously of everything rich and tempting that came 
in their way. Flora, for all her fine-lady airs and 
graces, was not so far behind them when it came to 
actual execution. Mr. Croome reached even earlier 
than usual the stage of glazed eyes and empurpled 
cheeks. Mrs. Croome, her sharp eyes everywhere to 
see that nothing was lacking — it was a very fine Christ- 
mas dinner indeed, with everything in profusion that 
the greediest heart could wish — enjoyed her meal with 
a satisfaction that was by no means impaired by the 
recollection of the girl upstairs. Only Mr. Privett, 
in fact, spared her a thought at all. 
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" What has become of Miss Lennard, hqr, Sdina ? " 
he asked, with something of disappointment in his 
tone. 

" Hiss Lennard never dines downstairs," sud Urs. 
Croome a Uttle stiffly. 

" Not even on Christmas Day ? " suggested Hr. 
Privett rather drily, 

" I always think a strictly family party like this 
is the most uninteresting thing in the world for an 
outsider," said Mrs. Croome, airing her theories afresh 
with composure. " I supposed it would really be more 
change for her to be free of the children altogether, 
so I gave her a holiday for the evening." 

" Oh I of coarse, if she has her own friends to go to, 
that's all right," said Uncle Theophilus. 

Mrs. Croome said nothing. There was no embarrass- 
ment in her manner as she hdped herself to more 
bread sauce. 

" Why, won't Miss Lennard be coming down to see 
the tree ? " burst out Cedric in accents of bitter dis> 
appointment. " Oh, and we told her all about it, and 
she had never seen one all hghted up, and she was 
looking forward to it so ! " 

" Christmas-trees don't mean so much to grown-ups 
as to you young shavers, you know," said Uncle 
Theophilus good-naturedly. " You mustb't grudge 
Miss Lennard a Uttle time with her own friends. It 
means more than a tree to her, I daresay." 

The tree turned out ao unqualified success, like the 

dinner. It shone and sparkled almost as brilliantly, 

in the light of its many candles, as the mistress of the 
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house ; its decorations left nothing to be desired, and 
Mai^ery's taste received abundant commeDdation. 
Only Uncle Theophilus, in one small matter, infringed 
the accustomed etiquette ; for he was observed, with a 
pail of shining scissors, removing an unostentatious 
little parcel from an inconspicuous branch. 

" Oh, Uncle Theophilus, you mustn't do that ! " 
reproved Amabel, who had been a stickler for the 
conventions from her cradle. " We don't take our 
own things ; we wait for them to be given to us I 
No one touches anything except mother, and she 
always b^ins at the top of the tree, and works 
down! " 

" Sorry, Amabel. I won't touch anything else, I 
promise," said Uncle Theophilus penitently. But he 
did not offer to replace what he had already taken. 

The presents gave universal satisfaction. Those 
from Uncle Theophilus, in particular, were of so entirely 
fascinating a character that even Flora became almost 
girlish and natural in her enthusiasm ; and Amabel 
was moved to tears by the reflection that he was to 
depart the next day. 

" Never mind ! I'm coming back very soon," he 
told her consolingly. 

" Thafs good news ! " said Mr. Croome heartily. 
" Thank you," said Uncle Theophilus. 
" Yes, indeed t You can't come too often to please 
OS, dear Uncle Theophilus I " cried Mrs. Croome, in a 
manner as nearly gushing as it was in her to achieve. 

" You're very kind, Selina," said Uncle Theophilus ; 

but his tone, in this last sentence, had a certain curious 
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quality in it which made Mrs. Cnxnne vaguely uncom- 
fortable, ^le had not the faintest idea why. He was 
eyeing her, too, rather oddly as he spoke, and feeling 
in his waistcoat pocket, as if be had put something 
away there, and wished to make quite sure that it was 
safe. 

The evening passed away with all seasonable merri- 
ment, and Mr, Privett, in spite of being very decidedly 
the oldest there, was the life and soul of the party — 
so much so, in fact, that it was quite disconcerting 
when, at about eleven o'clock, he declared suddenly 
that he was tired and would be glad to go to bed. 
Even Amabel and Cedric had only just begun to 
declare, with quite unnecessary vehemence, that they 
were not in the least sleepy, and to excuse their furtive 
yawns on any other plea than that of weariness. But 
Uncle TheophUus was not to be moved by any 
petitions, and being nothing if not prompt, wasted no 
undue time over saying good-night, and was out of the 
room before some of the party quite realized what had 
happened. 

The very best spare room, with the inlaid maht^any 
furniture and the real china on the washstand, was 
none too good for the rich uncle ; and to reach all 
that magnificence he had only to mount the first flight 
of stairs and turn into the nearest doorway. It was 
therefore quite unnecessary for him to go on up the 
second staircase and traverse all the long passages 
that led to the schoolroom. Yet so he did, imme- 
diately after he had left the library ; and, the house- 
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hold being all busily occupied in keeinng Chiiqtmas, 
he met no one. 

The schoolroom door was ajar, and he pushed it 
gently open. 

The fire was quite out, and the room very cold. 
Under the unshaded electric light Margery sat asleep 
'in a low chair by the fender, her book slipped from 
her fingers, and traces of tears on her cheeks. She 
looked pale and tired, and pinched with cold, and very 
young. 

Mr. Privett's button mouth shut very tightly indeed ; 
his cherubic face assumed a stem expression. He took 
from his waistcoat pocket a httle parcel, inscribed in 
a neat, legible hand : " Miss Lennard ; with kind 
rcfjards and best wishes from T. P.," and put it very 
carefully on her lap. Then he looked round, noting 
all details of the room attentively. The unfilled coal- 
box did not escape his notice. He went to the table, 
and observed with special attention the untasted, 
forlorn sapper which Margery had not had the heart 
to touch. 

" Confound Sehna ! " said Uncle TheophiliR. But 
he used a shorter word, and one beginning with a 
different letter. 
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CHAFraR IV 

ONE OF OUB LAKGE PASTIES 

'* T DON'T know ahat to wear 1 " said Flora, hovering 
1 tmcertainly fioat one side to the other of her 
bed, which was strewn with finery. " Do, do tell 
me your real ofnuion. Miss Lennaid I Yon see, the 
pink is quite new ; but then I always think I never 
had a frock that suited me so well as the white crfipe. 
Then there's the green with the beetle>wing embroidery, 
of course—" 

Margery stood considering the knotty point 
seriously, her hands behind her back. It was only 
now and then that she was called into Flora's con- 
fidence, when no other more worthy adviser could be 
found.* She always enjoyed these rare occasions. 
Flora's room was so warm and pretty, with its per- 
petual fire and its dainty decorations ; and it was also 
interesting to see and handle the wonderful clothes 
that otherwise only existed for a governess on the 
other side of plate-glass windows. 

" You see, it really is more than usually important 1 " 

said Flora. " I don't like to wear an old frock at one 

of our large parties — and, of course, I have worn the 

white quite three or four tunes. On the other hand, 
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I don't think gentlemen notice that sort of thing very 
much ; and I do want to look my very best to-night I 
Becanse this is th« first time he's been here." 

" Who ? " said Maigeiy, seeing, from Flora's pause, 
that the question was expected of her. 

" Mr. Holyer," said Flora, with a consdous flutter. 
" Denzil Holyer. Don't you think it is a fasdnating 
name, Miss Leonard ? Oh, I shoidd like you to see 
him I He's the only perfectly handsome man I ever 
saw in my Ufe. I met him first at the Samuelsons', 
you know, and I beard Hrs. Samuelson saying some- 
thing about ttiere being so many pretty girls there ; 
and old Lady Marcus answered in her loud voice : 
' There's only one really beautiful person here to-night, 
and that's that young Holyer fellow 1 ' Mrs. Samuelson 
was so annoyed," said Flora, giggling. " For, of course, 
she was only fishing for a compliment for Beata ! " 

" What is he like ? " Margery inquired with some 
interest 

" Oh, very tall, and fair, with the loveliest blue eyes. 
I suppose I ot^ht to like daric men best, being fair 
myself," said Flora self-consdously. " At least, so 
Horace Holyer says " 

"But I thought you did like Mr. Horace Holyer 
better than anyone," said Haigery judidally. She 
had no experience at all in these matters, and her 
theories were old-fashioned. Flora's point of view, 
therefore, was a constant perplexity to her, whenever 
she was allowed a. glimpse of it. 

" So I did— before I saw Denzil Holyer I " said Flora, 

with a petulant twist of her shoulders. " Tbaf s why 
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Horace is so angry; they are cousins, you see. It 
really is very interesting when men care enough to be 
angry, isn't it, Hiss Lennard f " 

" I don't know," said Haigery simply. " I doa't 
know any men, you see." 

" How extraordinary that must be 1 " said Flora, 
opening wide light eyes at her, after a moment's pause 
in which to assimilat* the astounding idea. But other 
people's affairs were not apt to afford her more than 
a fleeting interest, and she went on again almost 
immediately. " Besides, you see they are both in — 
well, in a better position than ours, of course. And 
I don't need to think about money — ^besides, I always 
said, even if we weren't rich, that I'd rather marry for 
position than money. Wouldn't you ? " 

" I suppose I should wait until I fell in love with 
someone," said Margery. 

Flora's laughter rang so shrill that it recalled her 
little sister's. 

" Miss Lennard I Do you mean to tell me, honestly, 
that you would refuse a really good match — say, a 
very rich man — ^jnst because you didn't happen to care 
for him personally ? " 

" Of course I should," said Mai^ery ; but she 
flushed distressfully at Flora's derision, and added, 
with a litUe dignity : " Though it is a cheap enough 
thing for me to say, of course, since I don't think it 
likely that anyone will ever want to many me at all" 

The question was quite without interest for Flora, 
when she had fairly had her laogh out at Margery's 
simplicity. The love-afiaiis of a mere 
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governess, supposing their possible existence at any 
present or future time, were naturally quite immaterial 
to her ; and she returned to the real matter of 
importance. 

" I don't know what to wear ! " she cried again with 
real vexation. " And you aren't a bit of good, Uiss 
Lennaxd 1 I've a sort of feeling that he would like me 
best in the white ; and yet I got the pink expressly 
on Beata Samuelson's account, because we were ad- 
miring the stuff together, and she said she couldn't 
afford it, and I should hate her to think that / had 
nothing but an old thing to wear " 

" I should think," said Uargeiy dehberately, " that 
you will have to decide for yourself whether you want 
most to annoy her or to please Mr. Holyer. I'm sorry 
that I can't be of any help to you there. Now I must 
go back to the children." For Cedric and Amabd, 
havii^ apparently over-eaten themselves even more 
than usual at their Christmas dinner, had not escaped 
with the usual mild penalty of a Boxing Day of sick* 
ness, but had been expiating their greed in bed ever 
since, with the doctor in attendance. They were, of 
course, however, to get up to-day and go downstairs 
for the earher hours of the party, acquiring inci- 
dentally any ices and ciuunpagne-cup that might come 
their way. Margery, horrified, and foreseeing a second 
edition of the past week, had tried secretly to get the 
doctor to put his veto on this ; but he had merely 
shrugged his shoulders and looked at her with a anile 
that Mrs. Croome had certainly never seen. 

" It's not for you or me, Miss Leuiard, to stand 
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t a motber's instinct as to what is best for her 
children," he said; adding, verjr drily: "Besides, 
from a professional point of view, it is all to my interest 
not to interfere ! " And Margery had laughed per- 
force ; but it vexed her sorely to see the white-faced, 
fretful pair setting o£E on their way downstairs, and to 
know that all the woHc of her patient care and nursing 
would be undone before she saw them again. 

" I'm glad it's Music, and not Dancing," Cedric 
had observed to her as she brushed his cnrls. " There's 
alvrays more to eat then — because we don't stay up 
for the real supper, and to-night there isn'l any real 
supper. But Amabel likes Dancing best." 

" I don't 1 " snapped Amabel, very cross and 
peevish. She was the less robust of the two, and, in 
her case, the effects of Christmas Day had by no means 
worn off yet. " I wouldn't dance to-night for any- 

" That's only because you've been sick," said Cedric. 

" Not a bit sicker than you — so there 1 " cried 
Amabel 

" She was acker than me — wasn't she. Miss 
Lennard 7 " appealed Cedric urgently. 

But Mai^ery declined to be drawn into this contro- 
versy. She hastened to suggest, instead : " Well, 
don't either of you eat too many sweet things to-night, 
or you may have some more days in bed ! " 

" What's the good of going to a party if we don't eat 
things ? " said Cedric indignantly. 

Margery did not attempt to pursue the useless 

subject. She only set the door ajar, after they bad 
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gone, so that she might hear the moac in the distance. 
There was a very famous new singer coming to-night 
whom she would like dearly, to hear. For Margery 
was musical to the tips of her fingers, and loved silking 
all the better because she herself had no voice worth 
mentioning. She could hear quite distinctly the 
roll of caniages and motors outside, and the baxt 
and flutter of arrivals ; and she wished very much 
that the house was so built that she might, without 
danger of discovery, have watched from the landing 
the stream of guests flowing in. But it would have 
been too dangerous, and the risk of subsequent dis- 
grace too serious. So she sat in the schoolroom, her 
fingers flying over some needlewoiic for the children, 
and her ears all alert for the first sound of the great 
singer's voice. 

It was only some twenty minutes later that foot- 
steps hurrying up the stairs heralded the very un- 
expected appearance of Flora ; a most agitated Flora 
in a white gown, with flushed cheeks and perturbed 
eyes. 

" Miss Lennard ! Have you an evening dress of any 
sort 7 " she cried without preliminary. 

Margery stared at her in amazement, hardly able 
to believe her ears. She had expected some un- 
pleasant news about the twins' behaviour or state 
of health : certainly not tins extraordinary question. 

" Yes — just a plain black one," she said at last. 

" Oh, it's no matter what it's like — thank goodness 

you have one at all ! " cried Flora, with a gasp of 

relief. " For you are so tall that, of course, nothing 
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of mine would have been the least good. Jast put it 

on as fast as evei you can and come downstairs 1 " 

" But I don't understand " said the bewildered 

Margery. 

" Oh, what does it matter ? Only be quich f " 
cried Flora, taking her arm and pushing her towards 
the bedroom. " I'll explain while you change. The 
most awkward thing has happened. Madame Biandina, 
who is singing to-night, you know, of course brought 
her own accompanist vnth her, and he has just stupidly 
shpped on the stairs and hurt his wrist, so that he 
can't possibly play 1 Isn't it dreadful? She is 
furious, and she knows so little English ; and there's 
no time to send for anyone else, for she is going on 
directly to another house. So do hurry and come down 
to play for her, or perhaps she won't ang at all — these 
big stars do just as they like 1 And, of course, she 
simply makes the evening for us, and she is most 
awfully expensive I " 

" Oh, I can't I " protested poor Margery, trembling. 

" Can't 1 Yoamusl f" said Flora positively. " Why, 
what's the good of mother's getting a governess with 
all sorts of musical letters after her name if she can't 
do a Uttle thing like this ? " 

Mai^ry said nothing for a minute, only busied her- 
self in getting out the plain black gown that had hung 
undisturbed ever since her arrival at Canning Place. 
She was always terribly nervous of playii^ before a 
large audience, and the account of the "furious" 
prima donna was anything but an encouragement. 
On the other hand, the scorn of Flora's tone was 
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stin^ng ; and, after all, the Croomes had a right to 
make this sort of demand on hei— only it had never 
occoired to her that she would be called upon for 
anything so foimidable as this. She waited until she 
could be sure of speaking steadily, and then said, 
in a cold and quiet voice : " If you will be kind enough 
to send up Madame Biandina's music, I shall be glad 
to try it over before I come down. I suppose yoo 
don't happen to know what she is singing ? " 

" Not a Int — Italian things, of course," said Flora 
carelessly. " I'll send it up if you like— only do 
be quick ! She wants to sing at ten o'clock exactly. 
You'll only have five minutes to practise. Is it worth 
while ? " 

" Quite worth while, please," said Margery, in so 
unexpectedly decided a tone that Flora stared at her 
in surprise, and went away without another word. 

The music was brought up by a much-aggrieved 
footman, who did not consider it his place to wait on 
the schoolroom, just as Margery huished dressing ; 
and with it the request that Miss Lennard would be 
absolutely punctual. Margery took the little roll 
with a hand that could not well have been colder, 
but was at least no longer trembling. One quick 
glance told her the worst, which was no more than 
she had expected. The music was quite unknown 
to her and extremely difficult ; moreover, it was 
scratched and scrawled all over with pencil notes of 
the owner's own private fancies, which might have 
been quite inteUigible to her usual accompanist, but 
called for actual study on the part of a novice. 
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Uargery humined the airs quickly thiou^ to her- 
self, and then sat down at the little schoolioom [Hano, 
her watch beside her. She had dressed at railroad 
speed ; nevertheless, the time left to her was scarcely 
better than nothing. It seemed to her that she had 
never played so many false notes, never slurred so 
many chords, never met with such incessant changes 
of key and time in any music ; bat at least she found 
out where the chief pitfaUs lay, and that was some- 
thing to the good. At five minutes before the hour, 
she took up the music and walked down the long stair- 
case, with her face quite white and her hands and step 
quite steady. 

" Oh, there you are, Hiss Lennard 1 Only just in 
time 1 " said Mrs. Croome's voice, sharp and a^tated, 
from a little side room. " Madame is resting in here. 
Of course, she is very much upset. I do trtat yon 
will not make any mistakes I Madame, this is Miss 
Lennard, who will play for you as well as she 
can." 

" If ^ do not, I bite her ! " cried the great singer, 
in a quick, vivacious voice ; and Margery found her- 
self confronted with a short, plump, plain person, in 
a very low gown of vivid green. But the voice was 
not unkind, and the sharp black eyes looking up at 
her were more than half amused. Margery gripped 
her courage in both hands and repUed with a little 
hesitation in sufficiently fluent Italian. 

" Madame will forgive the faults I cannot help. I 
do not know the music ; but I will do my best." 

" A-a-ie I " shrieked Madame Biandina, relapsing 
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into her own language with vast relief and pleasoie. 
" Yon speak Italian ? " 

" My mother was Italian," said Margery timidly. 
" Bat I fear I have foigotten — I was only a child " 

" Bat you miderstand me — hein ? Dio mio, yoa are 
only a child still — though of a thinness and tallness ! " 
Madame Biandina's [dump brown hands shot up in 
the air, to express her astonishmeat and Margery's 
height amultaneously. " Now I can exfdain. See 

here — and here " She turned over the mu^c 

rapidly, dabbii^ down a fore&nger here and there OD 
the hieroglyphics for empliasis. " Now, then — ^you 
understand f We are already late, and I have to go 
on elsewhere." 

The back of Margery's ordeal was broken ; but still 
it was sufficiently formidable. The great bright 
double rooms seemed to swim before her eyes as she 
went in ; the buzz and clatter of voices made her giddy. 
It was a reUef to shp into her place before the piano, 
and to feel, with the striking of the first chord, that at 
least the suspense was over. 

And, after all, she had never played an accompani- 
ment better in her Ufe. It was not so terrible as a 
solo performance ; she felt all the time that no one 
was thinking about her at all, which was the greatest 
comfort. Fortunately, she had always been fond of 
accompanjdng, and had done a great deal of it. She 
played on with increasing confidence, and the wonder- 
ful voice of the singer helped her to forget nervousness 
in admiration. She could almost have found it in her 
heart to be sorry when the last of the beautiful notes 
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was song and Madame Blandina was bowing her little 
famous curt farewell, previous to departing. It was 
not till then, when the strain was over and well over, 
that Margery realized how severe it had been. She 
was trembling all over as she rose from the pianoi 
and could hardly hear Madame Biandiaa's little gradoas 
word of thanks and approval. The buzz of chatter 
had risen all round once more. Margery felt as if it 
were beyond her powers to cross the vast expanse of 
floor that lay between her and escape. 

" You look so tired. Come and have something to 
eat t " said a voice over her head ; and, looking up 
she met a pair of kind blue eyes smiling down at ber. 

It was quite a different and comparatively simple 
affair to cross the room with this very ef&cient pro- 
tector, though it had its strangeness, too, for Mai^ery 
had never before in all her life had her hand on a man's 
arm. She was still trembling all over, and realizing 
how very frightened she bad been. It was an untold 
relief to find herself established at a little table in a 
cosy and quiet corner of the dining-room, where she 
could hardly be seen at all by the few people already 
there. 

" What will you have ? " her escort inquired ; 
adding confidentially : " or shall I go and forage, and 
see what looks best ? " 

" Oh, yes, please t " said Margery, much relieved to 
be spared the alarm of deciding ; and while be was 
standing at the long buffet inspecting its load of deli- 
cacies, she had time to observe bow very tall he was, 
and how he dwarfed the one or two men near him. She 
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hau never before seen the arrangements for a party at 
the Croomes', and she looked about her now with 
much interest at the transformed room ; and thought, 
very much surprised, as she scanned the vast array of 
dishes which her escort was observing at his leisure, 
that the twins had been immensely mistaken in saying 
that there would be " no supper." 

" It's much the best plan to get in early, before the 
rush— don't you think so ? " said the tall young 
man, coming back. " I've brought you this ; I'm 
sore you want it I " and he put before her a small 
fizzing tumbler, containing what Margery in her 
ignorance considered to be rather 3?ellow lemonade. 
" Is it true that you really bad to ptay those ghastly 
accompaniments at sight 7 " 

" Oh, were they very bad ? " faltered Margery. 

" No, simply splendid I That was why I asked, 
because I knew they must have been so jolly hard. 
I'm much too great a dufier to play myself," he went 
on cheerfully, " but I've a sister who plays most 
awfully well, so I know a little about it from hearing 
her." 

" I'm so ^ad they were not too bad," said Mai^ry, 
with a great sigh of relief. " I was most dreadfully 
frightened I " 

" You hid it very well, then," he said with approval. 
" By the way, how is it you have never been in the 
Gardens again ? " 

" The chidren have been ill. We have not been out 
at all since Chiistmas Day," said-3Iargery ; and 
wondered, with much simplicity, how^^ VVOPErtt 
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" The little chap was the woise for bia wetting, thai ? 
I'm sorry " 

" Oh, no 1 Nothing so interesting, I'm afraid," said 
Mat^ry. " It was only the result of a great Christmas 
dinner." 

" Little pigs I " said the tall yoimg man, and he 
threw back bis bead, and laughed in a hearty, boyish 
fashion. " Well, I'm afraid, if that was their com- 
plaint, that there will probably be a relapse. They 
came in five minutes ago — no, don't turn round I 
they haven't seen you — and I can't see what they've 
got now ; but they started ofi on caviare and foit 
gras." 

" Ob, I must go and stop them ! " cried poor Margery 
in horror. " They will be really ill again — the doctor 
said they were to have the very plainest food till they 
were quite well 1 " She half rose from her seat, and, 
with the sight of her charges, a sudden realisation of 
the position of things came over her, and she blushed 
scarlet. " Besides," she added hastily, " I — ^I didn't 
think of it before, but I don't suppose Mrs. Croome 
would expect me to be here at all 1 " 

" Why not ? " asked her companion, fixing his blue 
eyes on her attentively. 

" Well, I was only fetched down to play the accom- 
paniments, you see — I never expected to be here at 
all." Margery explained simply. " I'm only the 
children's governess ; of course, I don't come down for 
parties. Why, this is the first time I've worn an 
evening dress since I came 1 " 

" What do you do in the evenings, then ? " 
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" I sit in the schoolroom, of course, after I have put 
the children to bed." 

" Do you spend all your time with those two awful 
imps, then 7 " 

" Well, it's what I am here for," said Margery, rather 
surprised at the question, " We come down for lunch 
-^mless there are visitors. Of course, then we have 
oar dinner in the schoolroom." 

He said nothing for a minute, and then remarked, 
very unexpectedly and abruptly : " I'm glad of 
thatl" 

" Why ? " said Hai^ry, looking at him with eyes 
that were astonished and hart. It seemed tmkind to 
grudge her a few breaks in the monotony of her usual 
Ufe. 

He looked expressively round the room, which was 
by this time filling fast. 

" The people here aren't your sort — or mine," he 
said briefly. " I was let in for coming to-night, and 
couldn't well get out of it ; but it's the first and last 
time ! I should be sorry to think that you were 
always being mixed up with a crew like this. Why 
did your people let you come here at all ? " 

" I haven't any people," said Margery. " My father 
died when I was eight years old ; he was a curate, 
and had no money at all. I've been at Binstead 
Orphanage ever since. This is my first situation — 
and I was thought very lucky to get it. You see, the 
market for teachers is so very much over-stocked." 

" I see," said her companion, after a brief pause ; 

and the eyes that could be so meny looked at her 
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veiy gently, as she brought oat her little catcb-pbraae 
with perfect seriousness. Bat Margery did not notice 
them. She was looking round the room; trying, in a 
puzzled fashion, to understand what he had said about 
this gay company, and finding it very difficnlt with 
no standard of compaiison. They all stiuck her as 
looking extraordinarily rich. The dresses of the 
ladies were wonderful, and the room seemed to twinkle 
with diamonds. The men wore blazing studs. As a 
rule, they were inclined to be fat and to talk in load, 
self-confident voices. A great many of them had very 
conspicuous noses. 

" Well — do you see what I mean ? " said Margery's 
companion, watching her curiously. 

Margery looked back at him. 

" I can see that you are somehow — not the same," 
she said, with the most perfect simplicity. " Bat I 
don't know what the difference is — I never saw any 
people at all, yon see, outside the Orphanage, before 
I came here. Of course, I know that / am quite 
different," and she looked down at her black gown 
and coloured a httle. It had only just occurred to her 
what a poor figure she must cut among all these fine 
feathers. The dress had seemed quite unimpeachable, 
in its modest way, when it was made ; but now she 
saw plainly enough that it hung quite difierently from 
any other garment there. Also, she knew quite well — 
for schoolgirls are prone to discuss with extreme frank- 
ness each other's good and bad points — ^that she did not 
look her best in evening dress. Her arms and neck 
were painfully thin, and she had no means of disguising 
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the fact — as a very scraggy lady close by had done 
with laige solid Ivunps of jewellery manufactured out 
of rubies and httle gold chains. Margery had no 
ornaments at all, except the httle brooch that had 
come to ber on Christmas Day. 

" I should think you were different 1 " said the young 
man, laughing again in his boyish way. 

"I — I'm sorry," said Margery very meekly; and 
again she thought him, for all bis previous kmdness, 
just a httle cruel. 

" Sorry /"he repeated after her, with such an 
expressive glance of amusement at the lady with the 
rubies that Margery suddenly realized, with an odd 
little jump of her heart, that he had not meant any 
unkindness at all. For the first time she felt a curious 
shyness of him. It struck her unexpectedly that she 
had only spoken to him once before in her life. And 
as if the same thought had occurred simultaneously 
to him, he leaned forward quickly and said : " Do 
you know that we don't know each other's names ? " 

" My name is Margery Lennard," said Margery. 

" And mine is Denzil Holyer," he replied. 

" Oh / " said Margery, " Oh I " and looked at him 
with large eyes that were suddenly fuH of fright. The 
enormity of her present conduct suddenly showed itself 
to her in the most glaring colours. If Mrs. Croome were 
to see her here — or, worse still. Flora ! 

She rose hurriedly, saying that she must go to the 
children at once and take them to bed. 

" But they are perfectly happy," he remonstrated. 
" Besides, what is tbe matter ? " 
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Margery flushed crimson. She could not explais, 
perhaps even to herself, why the knowledge of bis 
identity seemed to have made her offence so evident 
in her own eyes. She certainly could not say anything 
about the confidence with which Flora bad favoured 
her. 

" I am sure Urs. Croome does not expect me to be 
here," she faltered. " I ought never to have come — 
I ought to have gone upstairs again as soon as Madame 
Biandina had gone t " 

"As a matter of fact," he replied, "Mrs. Croome 
came in ten minutes ago, and is quite safe at a table 
at the other end of the room. She can't possibly see 
you here — even if she is such a brote as to object to 
jrour having something to eat." 

" But there's Miss Croome too," said Margery; and 
her eyes added that this alternative was the more 
formidable of the two. 

" Does she also resent your being fed ? " he asked 
drily, 

" Oh, no t I don't think she would mind about 
that I " was Mai^gery's guileless answer. 

Perhaps the inference was fairly obvious ; perhaps 
the young man had already his own opinion of Flora 
Croome. His blue eyes gave an odd, quick flash that 
was not meant for Margery at all ; and then he said, 
quite gently. " Perhaps you had better go and fetch 
the children, after all. I don't want to get you into 
trouble. Good-night 1 " 

" Good-night t " said Margery, with an odd mixture 

of disappointment and relief, as his tall form turned 
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a.way towards the curtained dooiway. Perhaps 
Ciaderella felt the same when midnight ended her 
hoar of pleasure, and she bad succeeded in avoiding 
any encounter with her sbters. 

" No, ao—tio. Miss Lennard ! " shrieked the twins 
in nnison, when she came np to the Uttle table where 
they were still eating greedily. Margery shuddered, 
as she surveyed the traces of the highly unsuitable 
food which they had already consumed — what would 
the doctor have said to lobster salad ? — and the heaped- 
up plates before tbem. Two fat, oldish men were 
sitting with them, aiding and abetting, and sti^gesting 
fresh enormities. They looked up at Margery with 
curious eyes, appraising her at a glance. 

" Don't be hard-hearted ! " said the younger of the 
two familiarly. " I'm sure these youngsters don't get 
such a chance every day." 

" You run away and enjoy yourself for a little 
longer, and let them do the same in their own way," 
said the other man. He was sitting facing down the 
room, so that Margery and her companion must have 
been in the direct line of his eye ; and his look was 
intended to convey the fact. 

Margery stiSened, looking taller than ever in her 
severe, unbecoming black dress. Her young face 
turned very white. 

" It is the children's bedtime. They were not to 
stay up later than half-past eleven," she said, and she 
looked at the two men squarely with her great eyes. 
" Come, Amabel and Cedric 1 You both heard what 
your mother said, and you must come at once." 
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She did not speak at all sharply ; bat there must 
have been something onusoal in her tone, for the 
twins made no *piotest at all, slipping sulkily from 
their seats and preparing to follow her. Their com- 
panions said nothing, either ; hat one of them looked 
a trifle ashamed, and the other more than a tiifle angry. 

And, after all, virtue proved its own reward ; for 
five minutes' more delay would have brought about 
the very encounter that Margery had most dreaded. 
Flora Croome must have come into the room just after 
she herself had gone to fetch the children ; for, as they 
made their way to the doorway, they passed close to 
a little group that stood near it — Flora, at her most 
vivacious and coquettish ; Denzil Holyer, with his 
back to them as they went by, so that Margery could 
not see how he responded ; and a short, slight young 
man, with extraordinarily quick and restless light 
eyes. Haigery had noticed him vaguely, passing her 
and DenzU as they sat at supper, and bestowing on 
them one glance that seemed to illuminate every detail 
of their appearance like a flashlight. That same quick 
glance was flit Hng now from Denzil to Flora and back 
again, and round the room, noting every detail of face 
and dress ^d figure, or, at least, appearing so to do. 
Even the insignificant trio of children and governess 
was not exempt in its modest progress towards the 
door. 
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CHAPTER V 

two's company 

T said much for the constitutions of the twins that 
their egregious supper bad no apparent effect upon 
them, beyond a certain increased fractiousness the next 
morning. 

" Party last night, I suppose ? " said the doctor, 
preparing to cut his visit as short as possible, after 
one glance at them. 

" Yes," said Margery briefly, meeting his half-amosed, 
half 'disgusted eyes with complete sympathy. 

" Take them out as soon as possible, for goodness' 
sake I " said the doctor ; and retired hastily from the 
presence of the snapping, snarling pair. 

Margery was glad enough to obey. She bad felt 
the confinement to the house more than a Uttle during 
the past week, and there was some faint hope that a 
Uttle fresh air might lead to better tempers. 

" Sutely you're not going to take them out. Miss 
Lennard, on such a bitter day ? " said Flora, coming 
shivering and yawning into the schoolroom, 

" The doctor said so," Margery replied with decision. 

" Oh, well, then I suppose you must. But what a 

nnisance, when I particularly wanted to talk to you t " 
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" We mast go at oace, I think, while the snnshiiw 
hats," said Ibi^ry, not veiy leluctantly. She was 
not in the least inclined for another confidential talk ; 
she was, on the contrary, anxious to hurry the children 
through their dressing as fast as possible, seeing that 
Flora seemed disposed to linger in the schoolroom. 

" Did you see — a certain person— last night ? " the 
latter inquired with ostentatious carelessness. " I 
don't know if you noticed — he was talking to me jnst 
when you were taking the children to bed ? " 

" Yes," said Margery. 

" What did you think of him ? " Flora inquired 
further, fdaying with her rings. But Margery was 
saved the trouble of replying by Amabel, who broke 
in after her pert fashion : 

" You needn't talk in that silly way. Flora, as if 
you thonght we sbotildn't know who you mean ! 
You're talking about him what pulled Cedric out of 
the pond." 

" Isn't it a romantic coincidence ? " said Flora, with 
a little extra colour, and self-conscious eyes on Margery. 

" I don't know what that is ? " suggested Amabel, 
her head on one side like an inquisitive magpie. 

" You weren't meant to ! " said Cediic, in blunt 
parenthesis. 

Margery half smiled. " I'm not sore that I quite 
understand, either," she said a little stifDy. 

" Why, that it should be Denzil Holyer who saved 

Cedric's Ufe in that horrid accident I " said Flora, 

who had always previously referred to the adventure 

as " that naughty boy's silly little wetting." 
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" Oh I " said Margery, and waited a minnte. " Yes, 
I suppose it is — a coincidence," she said very quietly, 
as she buttoned Amabel's coat. " Come, children <■ 
You are both quite ready now." 

It was a rehef to leave the house behind her : partly 
just for the change, after so many days' imprisonment, 
partly because she did not at all want to discuss DenzU 
Holyer with Flora. Remembering what he had said 
as to the circumstances of his being at the Croomes' 
party at all, sncb discussion was likely to lead to 
difficulties. 

It was a very bright cold winter morning. The 
crisp air was altogether a delight to Margery, but it 
made the fretful children more fretful still. Amabel 
complained that the wind gave her a headache ; Cedric 
whined about cold hands. Both together insisted on 
walking slowly, with dragging feet, in spite of all 
Margery's suggestions that a brisk inn would make 
them feel better at once. They wanted to go and 
look at shops; and half-way there, it struck them 
that they would have to face the wind all the way, 
and that the Gardens would be, on the whole, less 
disagreeaUe. So to the Gardens they repaired, and 
Amabel immediately shed tears of crossness and dis- 
appointment because her friend with the black eyes 
was nowhere to be seen. Itwas a very weary morning. 
The twins, quarrelling snappishly over every fresh 
subject that poor Margery sought to introduce, were 
only of accord when the question was one of occupa- 
tion. They would not sit down, even for five minutes, 
on a perfectly sheltered and sunshiny seat, because it 
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was 90 cold. They would not niii about, because 
Amabel had a headache and Cediic thought that he 
was going to have a chilblain. They did not want to 
listen to any stories, or talk about the party last night. 
01 take an interest in anyone or anything. They would 
only drag round and round the paths, exasperatingly 
just a step behind Margery, with their little cross, 
white faces getting all the time whiter and crosser. 

" Why, what a funeral procession ! " said a sudden 
voice behind them — such a difierent voice, full of 
merriment and good-natore and all that was agreeable, 
that Margery's heart rose with a bound, and the 
children, wheeling round, actually smiled for the first 
time that morning. 

It was Denzil Holyer, looking as if he came &om 
quite a separate world from theirs : a world where 
everyone was handsome and good-humoured, and 
where quarrelling and fretfulness were unknown. The 
eSect of bis coming was like white magic. In five 
minutes the apathetic twins were actually running 
races — ^he had declared racing to be an infallible cure 
for chilblains and headaches alike, and had quite 
seriously offered penny prizes : such an extraordinary 
offer for children who, like men-servants, WMe in the 
habit of receiving only golden tips, that the very 
piquancy and novelty startled them into something 
approaching good temper. The effect on Margery was 
to make her took all of a sudden some ten years nearer 
eighteen than she had before his arrival. 

" You've had rather a trying time, I should imaging" 
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he suggested. " I thought yoa would after last night, 
and I came round this morning to see." 

" It was very good of you," said Margery, with 
heartfdt gratitude. 

" Don't you ever get out of the house without these 
imps 7 " asked DenziL 

" Oh, no t " said Margery, surprised at the supposi- 
tion. " At least," for she was one of the most strictly 
truthful souls aUve, " at least, only once a month, yoa 
know, to an early service." 

" By — Jove ! " said Denzil, drawing a long breath 
and looking at her with genuine compassion. " I 
should think, from what I saw this morning before I 
came up with you, that you must absolutely dread going 
out I " 

" Oh, no ! " said Margery sincerely. " Th^ are 
very seldom like this. Besides, it is much worse whsa 
we have to stay indoors." 

Denzil looked at her, and looked away again, and 
then sat for a moment quite silent, digging the point 
of his stick into the gravel of the path. Then, with 
some suddenness, he began to talk in a gay, inconse- 
quent fashion that seemed to have no other end than 
to make Margery laugh. It was a sort of talk that had 
never come her way before, and it succeeded in its 
apparent purpose to a marvel. Margery felt hersdf 
a child again — not the serious, sad Uttle girl who had 
gone at eight years old to the Orphanage, leaving father 
and mother side by side in the village churchyard ; 
but a child such as she had read of in books and seen 
in the Gardens, a merry creature for whom life seemed 
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to be made up of amusement. Denzil was so hand- 
some, so gay, so kmd. Innocent as she was, Uargeiy 
was not blind to the interested looks of sympathy or 
curiosity that were cast at them by the passers-by. 
She Icnew that her companion was extremely good- 
looking, and that be paid no attention to anyone bat 
herself and the children. Just once the cold thooght 
flashed across her of Hrs. Croome's excessive anger 
if she could see — for sorely this was worse than any 
chance conversation with a little Swiss governess 1 
But with the thonght there arose suddenly in Margery 
quite a new quahty of self-assertion. The children 
were certain to tell ; she was sure to get into deep 
disgrace — ^well, so let it be ! The gods themselves 
cannot take back their gifts. Mts. Croome might be 
all-powerful ; but even she could not rob Margery of 
the memory of this wonderful morning. 

The colour came into the girl's cheeks and the 
light into her eyes ; she had never looked so nearly 
handsome. Denzil, looking curiously at her defiant 
little smile, suddenly left oS talking nonsense and b^an 
to speak in quite a frank and simple way about him* 
sdf. He had been sent away from home, it appeared, 
in something very like disgrace, for the absurd reason 
that lie had come down from Cambridge without 
distinguishing himself in any way, and without 
any ambitions at all concerning bis future. 

" My father can't understand why he has been 

afflicted with a son who isn't clever, and that's why 

he can't bear me. They call us the ' U^y Holyers,' 

you know. And I assuie yon, Miss Lennaid, that we 
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have gone on from one generation to another getting ' 
uglier and cleverer, until our family portrait gallery 
is enough to make that fellow Ruskin turn in his 
grave 1 " 

Hargeiy laughed. But she could not keep the 
astonishmeat out of her eyes as she looked at him, 
and he responded to it quite frankly. 

" Oh, I'm a freak ; and, as I said, my father can't 
stand it. And unluckily my brother, who has a 
double allowance of brains and is — a thorough Holyer 
in every way " — Denzil grinned a Uttle — " is so 
dehcate, poor chap, that he can't make any use of 
them. So they are trying to make up their minds 
at home what to do with me, and I'm staying with 
my cousin Horace. Have you met him ? " 

" I don't ' meet ' anyone ; but I think I know him 
by si^t," said Margery, remembering the short young 
man with the quick light eyes. And then she sat 
and looked at her companion with serious wonder. 
She knew so well how her own sex was hampered at 
every turn in the struggle for Ufe when it had to fend 
for itself. Men had always seemed to her such enviable 
beings, with everything made easy for them, and every 
trade and profession lying ready to their hands. And 
yet here was one of them throwing away with both 
hands the goods the gods provided ; simply because, 
with all his charm and beauty, it seemed that he was 
lacking in some vital quahty which goes to make the 
man. Perhaps it was that she knew, without knowing 
it, that she was strong just where he was weak ; 
perhaps it was only that the very weakness appealed 
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to the motberliness lying at the core of every 
woman's heart — be that bow it might, of a sudden 
Margeiy lound herself looking at him with new eyes : 
found, indeed, with a curious shyness that puzzled 
her extremely, that she could not meet bis eyes any 
more, 

" I suppose it wiU end in Canada," he said — too 
lightly, too easily. " And I'm not sure that that 
won't suit me better than anythii^; this side of the 
water. I shall be better away from my people ; it's 
not pleasant to have it eternally rubbed into you that 
you are a disappointment 1 " 
" No," said Margery very low. 
" Here come the — darling children back again I " 
he cried gaily, in quite another voice. " What on 
earth can I hnd for them to do now ? My imagination 
has given out." 
Margery smiled, but she rose from the seat 
" I'm afraid there is no need to invent anything 
more," she said. " It is time for us to go home." 

" Oh, not yet ! " pleaded Denzil, with the most 
flattering dismay. 

" Yes, we must not be late for dinner," said Margery. 
" Come, children ! " 

" Oh, not yet ! " the twins echoed Denzil in equally 
afflicted tones. " Just one more race. Miss Lennard ! " 
But Margery was quite firm, and they had learnt by 
experience that what she said had to be done. So 
with pouts and snarls and thunderous looks they gave 
in, and D^izil walked with them as far as the 
gate. 
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" Come again to-moirow ! Do, do come again to- 
moiTow ! " cried Amabel, clinging to his hand. 

" If Miss Lennard will let me," said Denzil ; and 
shot a challenging glance at Margery. 

" The Gardens are quite free," said Margery, with a 
bright colour and a laugh that were equally unnatural. 
" I have DO right to prevent you ! " 

" Then I may come ? " Denzil persisted. 

" Yes," said Mai^ery ; and she looked straight *•► 
him, and then dropped her eyes with remarkable 
suddenness. 

The hard pavement might have been the Elysian 
Fields; she listened smilingly to the twins' cross 
chatter as if it had been the most enchanting music. 
She was no longer afraid of Mrs. Croome, Whatever 
scolding she might have earned, her morning had been 
worth it ! 

But, most incredibly, there was no scolding at all ; 
there was even something faintly like approbation. 
The twins ran in open-mouthed to pour out their 
morning's adventures to their mother and Flora, who 
both happened to be in the hall, and Mrs. Croome 
listened with an extraordinary graciousness. while 
Flora blushed and bridled. Margery, astonished, 
looked on with large eyes of amazement ; and then, 
suddenly understanding, could have laughed aloud. 
That anyone should imagine Denzil Holyer thinldng 
twice of Flora Croome ! The idea caused her no pain ; 
it was simply incredibly ridiculous — she did not need 
any recollection of what he had said to her at the 
party to assure her of that. She did not imdervalue 
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Flora's attractions in the least. To many men, doabt- 
less, she might be fall of cbann ; bat not to DenzQ 
Rfdyer. True, Hargery had only spoken to him three 
times in her life ; but she seemed to know him so well, 
that she could answer for him with absolate confidence. 
It was not that she thought him perfect — she was 
quite wdl aware of at least one defect is him ; but ^» 
felt that he was miles above Flora Croome. 

" I am always glad when you take the children to 
the Gardens," said Mis. Croome, with astounding 
giadousness, apparently forgetting that a week ago 
she had almost forbidden them ever to go there again, 
thanks to Cedric's accident. " Espedally since they 
have not been well, they are much better out of the 
. drat^hty streets. Please keep them to the Gardens 
for the present. Miss Lennard." 

" Very well," said Mai^ery meekly, and cast down 
her eyes lest Mrs. Croome should see the amusnnent 
and pleasure in them. It was agreeable to be com- 
manded to do the very thing she most desired. 

But alas for premature rejoicing ! As they went 
downstairs the next morning on their way out — a 
little earlier than usual, for the twins were all eager- 
ness to meet Denzil again — ^Flora came out of her room. 
It was her first appearance that day ; but she was 
dressed to go out, and dressed for conquest. Margery 
glanced, with a suddenly sinking heart, at her huge 
feathered hat, her wonderful red tailor-made, and her 
agonizingly pointed patent leather shoes of a new- 
ness and gloss that dazzled the eye. 

" I think I'D come out with you this morning," 
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said Flora, with elaborate carelessness and a heightened 
colonr. 

Fortunately Margery was spared the difficulty of 
finding a reply at once polite and truthful, for the 
twins responded in hasty wrath. 

" Why ? You never do ! " said Cedric, staring at 
her with a frown. 

" And we don't want you now ! " said Amabel point- 
blank. 

" Children I children ! Don't be rude," reproved 
Margery. 

" It doesn't matter," smiled Flora, buttoning her 
tight gloves with some difficulty. " Now, run on 
ahead, you two ! " 

The twins crossly complied. But, to Margery's 
r^ef, they kept turning back every few yards to 
make a remark or ask a question, invariably about 
Denzil Holyer and the likelihood of seeing him. So 
Flora could only discuss the subject in disguised 
phrases. 

" Did he say — much — about me ? " she inquired 
consciously. 

" No," said Maigery. 

But Flora's complacency was not to be thus easily 
discouraged. " Isn't it funny that they never do ! " 
she said. " I always think it is quite one of the signs 
^-don't you. Miss Lennard ? " 

" I'm a£raid I have no experience," said Margery. 

" Oh, of course not ! Besides, if he was playing 
games with the children all the morning, of course he 
would not have much time to talk to you I " 
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Margery was glad that the twins, sometimes sapet- 
fluously truthful, were at the moment out of ear- 
shot ; for nothing would have better pleased Amabel's 
impish precocity than to disabuse her elder sister of 
this idea. It struck Margeiy as slightly amusing that 
Flora was assuming the impossibility of DenzU's taking 
the smallest interest in her, the governess, while she 
knew for a certainty that he had no thought at all 
of Flora. It would have seemed a thing incredible 
to that yoiuig woman to be jealous of her companion, 
who was not even pretty — " very plain," Flora 
would have described her — and was most unnoticeaUy 
dressed in very inexpensive clothes. Whereas Flora 
herself was a sufficiently conspicuous figure, and 
pleasantly conscious of the fact. Bright red was 
very becoming to her complexion ; the black feathery 
bat served to set ofi cunningly the abundant coils and 
curls of her flaxen hair. People looked at her a good 
deal, whereas they never wasted a second glance on 
Margery. As they turned into the Gardens, she was 
in a little pleasant flutter of vanity and excitement 

" Oh, you do suppose he will be there, don't you ? " 
she whispered to Margery, looking eagerly round. 
And then, a moment later : " Oh, there he is ! " 

Margery had seen him from the first, but she did not 
say so. 

" Isn't he divine I " munnured Flora ecstatically. 

" He is very good-looking," said Margery. 

" Oh, he sees us ! He's coming ! " cried Flora, in 
little agitated jerks. " Oh, Miss Lennard, you can't 
think how I feel ! Is my hat straight ? " 
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" Yes. And he will hear what you say if you are 
not careful," said Margery, very quietly indeed. She 
had seen, what Flora apparently had not, his quick 
start and look of pleasure, followed immediately by a 
very dSflerent expression. As they met, the blue eyes 
flashed a reproachful : " Why ? " And " It's not my 
fault — I couldn't help it ! " pleaded the grey eyes in 



Flora was prepared to enjoy herself immensely, 
and her methods were quite simple and without finesse. 

" I must thank you for all your kindness to my 
little brother and sister," she said coquettishly ; and her 
tone and emphasis gave her hearers abundantly to 
understand that she put down the kindness to the 
relationship. " But, really, I can't allow them to 
impose upon your good-nature again to-day. I was 
quite sorry for you, when I heard what yesterday 
morning's programme had been ! " 

" There was no need for you to be sorry," said 
Denzil. His voice was stiff and cold ; his eyes met 
Maigeiys. 

" Well, I can't let the same thing happen again 
to-day ! " cried Flora, quite unconscious how much 
more she might have meant her words if she had 
known a little more. " Now, children, run away with 
Miss Lennard ! You mustn't stand about. It's far too 
cold." She sat down on a convenient seat. 

" Then it's too cold for you to sit, either I " said 
Amabel, pertly and pertinently. 

"/ haven't been ill," said Flora, colouring a little, 
and not looking best pleased. " Run away I " 
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" I don't know why yoa've come out with as this 
mornii^ at all," said Cedric, in fierce displeasure. 
" Yoo never do, and I'm sore nobody -wants jrou ! " 

" Don't be rude, Cedric," reproved Margery quietly ; 
and carried off the reluctant pair in that decided way 
of hers which admitted of no discussion. 

" Please don't stand over me to talk ! " said Flora, 
looking up at DenzU, standing very tall and unsmiling 
beside her. " It's such a strain to talk up to sach a 
height" 

Dennl perforce sat down. 

With scrupulous care, Margery kept the twins, 
sorely against their will, at a respectful distance, and 
put forth all her powers to amuse them : an uphill task, 
for they never ceased their lamentations at being 
separated from yesterday's companion. So scrupulous, 
in fact, was Margery, that she would not even look 
towards that distant seat. Only once her ejres be- 
trayed her ; and then she saw, with a leap of her heart, 
that Flora was chattering fluently, coquettishly, un> 
tiringly, and that Denzil sat beside her, a little way 
oS, quite stiff and upright. She knew, without look- 
ing, that he glanced across several times to her and the 
children ; but she would not go back. Even at the 
last moment, when it was time to go home, she turned 
down a side-path that led out of the Gardens by 
mother way. But this proved too much I Amabel, 
without warning, flew from her side and stood flushed 
and tearful before the pair on the seat. 

" We've got to go home now — and you've never 
played with \j& at all/" sii& wailed. 
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" I'm sorry," said Denzil ; and he rose qnkkly, with 
something suspiciously like relief. 

" You'll come to-moirow ? Do I do I" implored 
Amabel, seizing his band. Oh, blessed freedom of 
speech, wherein eight is so far superior to eighteen ! 

Denzil half glanced at Flora, fiushed and smiling ; 
did not look at Margery at all. " No," he said 
deliberately. " I'm afraid I shall be prevented 
from coming to-morrow. Some other day, perhaps, 
Amabel ! " 

" How disappointed he was, to have to say 
' No 1 ' " said Flora with renewed complacency, as 
she and Margery followed the children. " Did you 
see how he looked at me when he said it,. Miss 
Lennard P " 

" Yes," said Margery. 

They were not honom^d with Flora's company 
the next day, but on the day following she came 
out with them again, in spite of strenuous opposition 
on the part of the twins. 

" You aren't coming again?" said Cedric, staring 
at her with a fierce frown. 

" Because nobody wants you ! " said Amabel. 

But Flora, unprovoked, only smiled, and answered 
sweetly : " Really, Amabel ? " in a tone which implied 
that she was of another opinion. So she accompanied 
them to the Gardens, smiling and expectant ; returning 
by herself some half-hour later, very cross indeed. 
Friday is proverbially an unlucky day, and DenzU 
Holyer had not appeared at all. 

The same programme was repeated on Saturday; 
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and really Margery deserved a la^e share of pity, for 
three crosser companions could not well have been 
found for her. " He must be ill I " said Flora, as she 
prepared to flounce away in high displeasure. " Don't 
yon think so. Miss Lennaid 7 " 

" How can I tell ? " said Margery. But she spoke 
rather faintly, and with some confusion ; for she had 
caught a glimpse in the extreme distance of some- 
one who might quite credibly have been Denol, wait- 
ing and watchii^, and, immediatdy after their arrival, 
beating a retreat in haste. 

It was a relief that the next day was Simday. There 
would at least be one day's respite before another vi^t 
to the Gardens— even more, perhaps, for the weather 
seemed to have broken. It was a wet and stormy 
moruittg on which Margery went oat to the eight 
o'clock service, battling with the wind in great haste, 
after the usual difficulties with the second house- 
maid ; for that young woman considered herself put 
upon in being expected to keep an eye on the twins 
for an hour, merely because the governess wished to go 
to church. 

The Parish Church was veiy dark on this wet winter 
morning, and the congr^atton scanty. Margery was 
so very nearly late, that she was relieved to hear some- 
one come into the church just after her — someone who, 
oddly enough, followed her into the same pew. It 
was Denzil Holyer. 

After the first momentary ^ance in which thdr eyes 

met, he did not look at her at all, but followed the 

service in a perfectly reverent and quiet fashion. 

90 

D,™),Pril>,GOOglC 



Two's CoiAiiany 

They came out side by ode, and then he turned to 
her with a boyishly tmnk apology. 

" I hope you didn't mind, Miss Leonard ? " 
" Mind ? " stammered Margery. 
" My coming to meet yovi," said Denzil. " I thought 
— from what you said once— that this was the only 
possible chance." 

It was a pouring wet, raw, thoroughly disagreeable 
January morning, The wind tore at their umbrellas 
and drove the rain into their faces. But Margery 
thought that she had never known such a deUghtful 
day, and could have wished her homeward path a 
dozen times its actual short length. They seemed 
hardly to have left the church door behind them before 
they were pausing, by mutual unspoken consent, to say 
good-bye at the comer of Canning Place. 

" Look here — must I wait another month before I 
can speak to you again ? " said DenziL 
Margery murmured something quite incoherent 
" Is it qttite impossible for you ever to have even an 
hoTir's respite from those children ? " he asked. 

" Oh, I couldn't ask for that ! " said Margery, 
frightened at the bare suggestion. " It would be 
inconvenient for Mrs. Croome — and — and she would be 

so surprised " 

Denzil paused, with a knitted brow. 
" Well, then — is there any morning when you are 
quite sure that Miss Croome will not come out with 
you ? " he inquired frankly. 

If Flora could have heard 1 The colour flew to 
Margery's iaxe. 
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" I — ^I know die can't coow od Tuesday week," she 
stanuneied, with an awful feefing of gnilt " She is 
going to be pbotograidied " 

" Tuesday wedc — what a long way off ! " said Denol 
discontentedly. " Well— tin Tuesday we^ then. lEss 
Lennard ! Yoq'H be sore to go to the Gardens ? " 

" Yes," faltered Haigeiy ; and nui ap the steps (rf 
the Croranes' hovse with cheeks aflame. 
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" Ty THAT aa extraordinary thing," said Flora 
W crossly, " that he should have come to the 
Gardens the only day that I have not been there I " 

Mai^ery looked down, hoping that her guilt did 
not show in her face. 

" The children say that he was talking to you for 
quite a loi^ time," Flora pursued, with astonishment 
and annoyance. " Was he very much disappointed not 
to see me ? What did he talk about ? " 

Margery cast wildly about for an answer. Mot that 
Denol Holyer had said anything to her that might 
not have been repeated upon the house-tops ; but 
Flora would certainly be surprised to hear that he 
had talked of almost nothing except his own people 
and his own prospects. 

" He — he said that he expected to be in London for 
some time longer," stammered Margery, very lamely, 
at last. 

" What a funny thing to tell you ! " said Flora. But 

she was Interested and slightly appeased. " After 

all," she said, after a minute's reflection, " I don't 

Vnow that it was so very funny. Of course, he knew 
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that yoa would pass it on to me, and that I should 
understand that he meant I should see him again before 
so very long. I suppose he hardly would have sent 
me a direct message through yon ! " She smiled with 
revived complacency, and Margery breathed again. 

She did not know when she would have another 
dunce of seeing Denzil ; she had had no suggestion 
to offer to his uigent requests. But she had been 
brought up to be content with very little, and, in her 
estimation, yesterday had counted for much. She 
never thought to ask herself where these semi-clan- 
destine meetings were to lead to. Enough that 
for the present they were the pteasantest things she 
bad ever known, and she neither a^ed nor expected 
anything more. 

" Why are you laughing like that. Miss Lennard ? " 
asked Cedric suddenly, at the close of a hopelessly wet 
afternoon. 

" I'm not — I didn't know I was," said Margery, 
startiDg a httle, roused from her dream of yesterday 
morning. 

" You were. I don't beUeve you were thinking 
about ns at alll " said Cedric sulleidy. He and Amabel 
were in one of their worst restless moods, having been 
kept in all day by the rain, and at another time Margery 
would have found them hard to bear with. But now 
she seemed to be serenely above all such annoyances ; 
even Flora's crossness at luncheon and Mrs. Crocnne's 
vague displeasure had no power to touch her. All 
the same, she drew a deep breath of rehef when, at 
about half-past seven, she had the squabblii^ twins 
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safely in bed, and could sit down in peace — a peace 
that was none too secure, for Amabel had gone to bed 
in open defiance, announcing that she should not sleep 
at all for hours ; and that threat had been made good 
more than once before, when the excitable, pampered 
child had succeeded by dint of sheer wilfulness in 
keeping wide awake until the small hours, to Margery's 
unutterable weariness. 

At present, however, all seemed to be calm in the 
n^^t-nursery ; and Margery knew that she was not 
likely to be disturbed in any other way, for Mr. and 
Mrs. Croome and Flora were dining out. She sat quite 
still, looking into the schoolroom fire, and going over 
in her mind every word that had passed between her 
and DenzQ yesterday — such trivial words from the 
point of view of anyone else : full, for Margery, of all 
that was delectable in the world. And yet, all the 
time, she knew quite well that Denzil was not in the 
least clever, and realized dimly that she herself was 
the stronger of the two : and it made no difference 
at alL 

She was roused from her blissful reverie by the 
unexpected sound of footsteps outside, and came back 
with reluctance to the world of real life. She looked 
up in surprise at the clock — for surely the time could 
not have gone so quickly that Flora was back ah^ady. 
But no ; it was only a httle after nine o'clock. Her 
supper was already on the table. There was no other 
reason for anyone to come near her. As she turned 
with some slight curiosity to the door, it was opened 
by Mr. Privett, rubicund and beaming. 
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" How do you do, Uisa Lennard ? " he said, rubbing 
bis hands together and smiling benevolently at her. 
" I've taken Mrs. Croome at her word, you see, and 
come back without warning ! " 

" Oh, and they are all dining oat ! They will be 
so sorry," endaimed Hargeiy. 

" No matter ! no matter ! I shall see them soon 
enough," said Uncle Theophilos, who did not, indeed, 
seem at all distressed by the news. " May I sit 
down ? " 

He took the chair opposite Uaigery, and be^an 
rubUng his plump hands over his fat knees, as if he 
liked his mtuation very welL Margery remembered 
that she had something to say to him, and said it 
hurriedly, colouring a little. 

" I have never seen you to thank you for the lovely 
hatpins you gave me at Christmas, Mr. Privett. It 
was so very kind of you ! " 

" Tut, tut ! Nothing at all — but I'm glad you 
liked them," said Uncle Theophilus, looking gratified. 

" Indeed I did ! They were beautiful," said Margery 
sincerely. 

" Glad to see that you've a better fire than you bad 
that night," said Uncle Theophilus; and he rose and 
inspected the tray on the table with bo particular 
favour. " Do you never eat your supper, Miss 
Leonard'? " he inquired judicially. 

" Oh, was it you yourself who came up that night ? " 

cried Margery, blushing and very much confused. 

She had never had any explanation of the advent of 

that mysterious present ; but certainly she had never 
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imagined that the donor had brought it up to the 
schoolroom in peison. 

" And found you asleep — and not looking particulaiiy 
'i^PPyi" nodded Uncle TheophUus. " Are you happy 
here, Miss Lennaxd ? " 

Margery considered the point in her grave fashion. 
She had not been brought up to expect much happiness, 
or to think much about it. One did one's duty with 
all possible diligence. If things went well, one was 
grateful and content ; if they went badly, one was 
regretful — but still, as far as might be, content, because 
they might easly have been worse. The world, so far 
as Margery was acquainted with it, was rather a grey 
place — or had been, until the coming of Denzil Holyer. 
It was the thought of him that made her stammer a 
little in her answer. 

" Yes," she said. " I am — quite happy, thank 
you." 

" I'm sorry to hear it," said Uncle Theophilus, 
" Yes, sorry I " he repeated emphatically, meeting her 
surprised eyes. " Because I had an idea that you 
were not any too well treated here, and, as a matter of 
fact " 

He paused so long that Margery felt obliged to 
speak. 

" I was thought very fortunate to get this situa- 
tion," she said. " I should probably find it very 
difficult to secure another as good." 

" I came here to-night — I knew they were all going 
to be out," said Uncle Theophilus, very fast and 
incoherently, " to offer you something better — or, at 
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least, I hope you'U tbinlE it better 1 Will you many 
me. Miss Lennaid ? " 

" Oh / " said Margery — a little cry of astonishmeDt 
and dismay that seemed forced from her. She looked 
at Mr. Privett opposite, very red and hot, wiping his 
shining bald forehead, and could not belies her own 
ears. She, on the contrary, was cold to her finger- 
tips. The familiar schoolroom seemed all at once 
odd and strange ; the things in it were whirling round. 
The only stationary thing in the world was the httle 
round man in the chair opposite. It was astonishing 
what trivial, unconnected things flashed into her mind 
— things which had no relation at all to the matter 
in hand. The fire, which had grown hollow, fell in 
with a crash. The night-nursery door gave a creak 
— Margery remembered that she had meant to oil 
it. 

" Well, my dear ? " said Mr. Privett. His tone was 
confident. He leaned forward, and put bis plump 
hand on hers ; and that touch, with the famiUar epithet, 
broke the spell, and brought Margery with a rush back 
to the reaUty of things. 

" Oh, you can't mean it ! " she exclaimed. " I — I 
must have misunderstood what you said 1 " 

" No, jTOU didn't," said Mr. Privett, who was quite 
cahn again now, and smiling as ever. " I asked 
you to marry me. There's nothing doubtful about 
that ! '.' 

" Oh, but — but it's impossible 1 " Margery gasped. 
" I hardly know you I And I'm not even pretty — 
you can't want to marry me I " 
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Mr. Privett still held her band, beaming at hei 
reflectively. He seemed flattered by her incredulity. 

" Dcm't worry yourself about that. Miss Leaoard," 
he said soothingly. " I assure you that I'm not in 
the habit of doing things with my eyes shut. No, I 
don't consider you pretty — yoa don't mind my saying 
so, do you, since you said it first ? " 

Margery smiled very faintly. She did not mind 
that particular point at all, but she did mind the whole 
situation very much indeed, 

" But I'm a business man, my dear," Mr. Privett 
went on confidently, " and I bring my buaness prin- 
ciples into private life. I've always made a practice 
of — if you'll excuse my putting it in that way— of 
buying low and waiting for the rise — waiting for the 
rise. Ha ! ha t " 

This time Mattery did not smile at all. The business 
simile, far from amusing her, brought the hot blood to 
her face, and she tried to take her hand away^ but 
Mr. Privett held it firmly in his fat clasp. 

" And when I say waiting for the rise, Miss Lennard, 
I mean that, though you mayn't be much to look at 
now, when you're — eightran ? nineteen ? — I fancy 
that in a few years' time you may be a very fine womaa 
Pretty bits of pink and white, like Flora here, don't 
wear. When you ^e both thirty, no one will look at 
her, while you will probably be better worth looking 
at than you ever were before — a very creditable wife- 
to sit at the head of any man's table. At present, 

you see, you're much too thin " Mr. Privett looked 

at her appraisingly. 
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Margery snatched ber band away and started np. 
She was only sure of one thing — that she never intended 
to sit at the head of Mr. Piivett's table. 

" You are veiy kind," she said in a choking 
voice. 

" Not a at — not a bit," beamed Mr, Privett " I 
don't wonder that you are a little surprised — yon won't 
be the only one, I imagine 1 " He laughed fatly. " But 
I like you. Miss Lennard — I do, indeed — and I assure 
you that I am not acting in a hurry. I've thought it 
over weU. You took my fancy in a way of your own, 
the very first time I saw you ; for, even though you 
own yourself that you are not pretty, you've got a 
look of — of breeding that I don't often see among the 
ladies I meet. Besides, to be just," said Mr. Privett 
magnanimously, " I'm quite aware that there is some- 
thing to be said on your ^de of the question, too. I 
don't make any pretence of being anything very grand 
in the way of birth myself, if you care for that sort of 
thing ; and I don't try to hide that I am — several 
years older than you." He eyed Margery a trifle 
suspidously, as if to see whether she was ready to 
accept " several " as a synonym for " forty-five." 

" Oh, it's not that ! " Margery began to exclaim. 

" Very good of you to say so, my dear," resumed Mr, 
Privett promptly, with some slight relief. " I'm quite 
well aware that I don't look my age ; and at times I 
have the spirit of a boy still I I rather think that we 
shall get on together admirably." 

This was terrible. Margery broke in 
desperately : 

xoo 
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" Oh, don't, pleaae don't ! For I'm afraid I can't 
many yoa at aQ t " 
" Not — ^many — ^me ? " said Mr. Privett, very 

hlanlt ly. 

" I — I don't love yon," said Uargeiy, in a nuserable 
little voice. 

Mr. Privett winced a little, and looked relieved and 
hurt and amused, all at once ; but the amusement 
was very slight. Then he lai^ied rather sharply. 

" I'm a plain business man, my dear," he said, " and 
I'm making you a plain business proposal : which, 
upon my word, I didn't expect yon to refuse ! I may 
not be so young as I was, or so very handsome, perhaps, 
and anybody who likes to ask may find out that my 
father started life as an errand-boy ; but I'm as hale 
and hearty as many a young man, and I fancy I could 
buy up half your aristocratic friends and never feel 
the loss. I'll do my best to make you a good husband ; 
and you shall have more money to spend in a month 
than you've ever had in your life t " 

" Oh, please, flease don't talk like that I " Margery 
cried miserably. " I don't know what you mean by 
talking about aristocratic friends ; my father was only 
a poor clergyman. And, indeed, I think you are so 
kind, and I like you very much ; and I wish you 
wouldn't talk about money — that has nothing to do 
with it. But I really can't many you." 

The night-nursery door was creaking again. Mr. 
Privett turned suddenly and swore at it : which made 
Margery jump, for she had never met with that parti- 
cular verb in real life before. When be turned to her 
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again, his round, cheiubic face was weaiing ipiite a 



" Now, no shilly-shaUying nonsense. Hiss Lennard 1 " 
he said veiy sharply. " I'm not a boy to be played 
with for yooT amusement. I want a final answer, 
once for alL If yon refuse me now, it's the last chance 
you'll get — I shan't ask you again. Do you understand 
that?" 

" I quite understand ; and I certainly hope that you 
will never ask me again,"* said Maigery, with a very 
serious dignity. 

" And you refuse ? " Mr. Privett rapped out, as if 
he could not believe his own ears. He leaned forward, 
staring at her, Ms hands on his knees. His prominent 
eyes looked almost ready to start out of bis head. 

" I am very sorry if I hurt yon, because you have 
been so kind to me," said Margery, and her voice 
shook a little. " But, indeed, Mr. Privett, I never 
thought of such a thing ; and I cannot pos^bly marry 
you." 

Mr. Privett got up suddenly, knocking over his 
chair. He was not a dignified little man at the best 
of times ; now, in his anger and haste, he was even 
less so than usual. 

" I didn't know that there was a girl in the woild 
foohsh enough to refuse thirty thousand a year ! " he 
said in a voice that was like the snarl of a cross dog. 
" Well, I shan't wait for Mrs. Cro(Hne. There is no 
occasion, in fact, for her to know that I have been 
here at all — oh, I suppose that is too much to ask, 
though ! It isn't every woman in the world who can 
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boast of having made a fool of TheophUus Privett 1 
You ought to thank me for having provided you with 
a fine joke, Miss Lennaidl" His little, furious, 
suspicious eyes glared at her. 

Margery was standing too ; and by this time she also 
wasangiy. 

" There is not the smallest chance of my telling Mrs. 
Croome," she said coldly. " If you can think that of 
me, I am surprised that yoa should have cared to ask 
me to marry you ! " 

She stood a great deal taller than he was, and very 
straight. Her large eyes opened and Sashed, as perhaps 
they had never done in her hfe before. Into Mr. 
Privett's angiy glance there crept suddenly admiration, 
regret, even a touch of a curious cringing fear. It is 
possible that, if Margery had offered the slightest 
encouragement, he might have been induced to eat 
his words of five minutes before, and propose to her 
again. She, however, walked straight over to the 
door, opened it, and held it for him to pass out. 

" Good-bye, Mr. Privett ! " she said ; and looked at 
him very directly under her level dark brows. 

Mr. Privett said nothing at all : but be crept out 
past her with an extraordinary quietness and meekness, 
and he looked very small. 

As for Margery, she went back to the fireplace, and, 
leaning on the high mantelpiece, laughed hysterically. 
It seemed snch an absurd impossibility that she should 
have refused to share thirty thousand a year ! She 
could hardly beheve that that extraordinary little 
scene had taken place at all. 
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The night'Diusety door creaked again unobserved. 
A little iminsli face, with a very wide-open pair of 
eyes, peered cantiously round the comer, taking in 
everytbiog — Margery standing by the fireplace, the 
untouched supper, the overturned chair. It was not 
for nothing that Amabel had succeeded in fulfilling her 
threat of keeping herself awake. But when Margery 
went to bed some half-hour later, her small companion 
was lying quite still, with eyes fiiroly shut, and the 
bed-clothes drawn decorously up to her pointed chin. 
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AMABEL AS A FERSOM OP IMPORTANCE 

*' TW'rHAT do you want, Amabel ? No, you know 
W quite well that I can't have you in my 
room at this time in the morning 1 " cried Mrs. Croome 
sharply. " Go back to Miss Lennard. What is she 
thinkiiig about to let you run away from her like 
this?" 

The Croome twins were not in the habit of obeyii^ 
unless it seemed good to them. Amabel sidled, unpei- 
turbed, into ber mother's room, and looked up at her 
with her sharp, precocious glance. 

" I've something important to say to you " she 
observed calmly. " Please send Juliette away 1 " 

" Nonsense I " cried Mrs. Croome, turning back to 
her dressing-table and speaking very crossly indeed. 
" What a ridiculous child you are, Amabel I Say 
what you have to say, and then run away at once." 

" Oh, / don't mind 1 " Amabel returned cheerfully. 
" Only 1 thought Uncle Theophilus might." 

" Uncle Theophilus ! " said Mrs. Croome. 

" Since he was so very anxious that you shouldn't 
know he was here last night," Amabel pursued, un- 
ruffled. 
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Hn. Croome started. Her sharp eyes, meeting bn 
maid's sharper eyes in the ^ass, saw something there— 
a sly, half-sapinessed amusement and curiosity — ^that 
changed her tone very rapidly. 

" Go and fetch my letters, Juliette, and come back 
in ten minutes," she commanded. 

" Bien, madatM I " said the watchful Juliette ; 
and slipped, cat -footed, out of the room. Uncle Theo- 
philus might have bribed the men-servants to say 
nothing to their master and mistress of his evening 
visit, but he had no power over the tongues and 
imaginations of the servants' hall. 

" Now, Amabel — what do you mean ? " said Mrs. 
CrocMne. 

" Only about Uncle Theophilns being here and not 
wanting you to know," said Amabel, in a little irritating 
sing-song. " I thought you ougM to know, you see." 

" Here last night t and not wanting me to know 1 " 
cried Hrs. Croome. " Nonsense, child I You must 
have dreamt it I Of course he would have waited till 
we came in — and, if he was here, how should you know 
about it ? " 

" Because he was in the schoolroom all the time," 
Amabel explained affably. 

"In the schoolroom!" Mrs. Croome exclaimed, in 
astonishment and indignation. " But you were in bed 
before we went out I " 

" He didn't want us," said Amabel. " He wanted 
Miss Lennard. He asked her to marry him." 

" Asked Miss Lennard " The words died away 

on Mrs. Croome's paralyzed tongue. 
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Amabel nodded, and proceeded to poke about among 
the little mj^sterioos pots and bottles that crowded the 
dressing-table — a forbidden joy, of which she shrewdly 
availed herself at this crisis, when Mrs. Croome's 
thoaghts were otherwise occupied. 

" Amabel, you — you must have been asleep and 
dreaming t " said Mrs, Croome feebly. 

" No I " said Amabel, placidly continuing her explor- 
ations, and shaking the long curls backwards and for- 
wards for emphasis. " I was standing at the night' 
nursery door all the time. They thought I was asleep. 
But I knew you ought to know 1 Besides, it was very 
interesting." 

" Tell me exactly what happened," said Mrs. Croome, 
rather faintly still. She could hardly bring herself 
to beheve the astounding tale ; but, at least, she had 
better hear it. 

" Will you take me to tea at Fuller's if 1 tell you ? " 
inquired Amabel. 

" Yes, yes I " 

" And let me have as many sweets as I like to bring 
home — and choose the kinds myself ? " 

" Yes I Go on t " cried Mrs. Croome. 

Amabel sat down in the largest available chair, 
spread out her skirts, raised her elfish eyes to her mother's 
face, and proceeded to unfold her tale. When she 
chose, and when there was no question of lessons, she 
had a remarkably retentive memory. The conversa- 
tion between Mai^eiy and Mr. Privett was repeated 
almost word for word, including — with immense gusto 
— ^tbe latter's expk>sive remark when the door creaked. 
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" I IMS afraid they'd find me ont tbm," aaid Amabel 
franldy. " But I don't think they ever thought of 
anything bat jnst themselves I " 

His. Croome held her breath with horror as she 
listened; bat the end of the story was so noe^qjected 
that her astonishment broke oat into words : 

" Amabel t Do yoa mean to say that she went on 
refosing him ? " 

" I've tcdd yon just what they said I " answered 
Amabel, affronted. 

" But was that oA ? Yon are sure ? " His. Croome 
coald hardly believe her ears. 

" I'm quite sure t " said Amabel, with her pointed 
chin in the air. 

His. Croome rose hastily, in a whirl of wrath and 
exdtemeat. Perhaps all was not lost even yet — 
if she acted promptly. 

" Ring the bell for Jnhette t " she cried. 

" I expect she is just outside the door," said Amabel, 
with the calm that is bom of experience. " She 
generally is when yoa have anyone in here talking — 
besides, I heard her trying not to sneeze a minute ago." 

She ran to the door and opened it, calling for JnUette 
in her shiill voice. The answer came— .certainly from 
a little distance, but with such evident suppressed 
fury that Juliette might quite conceivably have been 
near enot^htohearat least the last remark. Her glare 
at Amabel, as she came in, would have withered a more 
susceptible person ; but Amabel merdy jerked her 
impertinent head at her, and grinned precociously. 

" Tell Miss Leonard to come here at once I " said 
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Mrs. Croome : and Juliette departed in silence to give 
the message as ofEensively as she could — partly to 
wreak the vengeance that she dared not wreak on 
Amabel ; partly because it was abundantly evident 
that a governess in di^race was a perfectly sale 
person to treat with contumely. 

Margery was seated quietly at the schoolnwm table 
with Cedric, setting him a copy. She did not take any 
notice of Juliette's tone, having found by experience 
that that was the simplest and best method. Nor did 
she feel any great degree of uneasiness — for, since she 
believed that she and Mr. Piivett shared their secret 
between them, it seemed impossible that any echo of 
last night's scene should have reached Mrs, Croome. 
Probably this summons had to do with nothing more 
serious than the inexplicable disappearance of Amabel 
from the schoolroom. 

" Shut the door, Miss Lennard I " said Mrs. Croome 
explosively, " Now — I should like to know what you 
have to say for yourself 1 " 

" I — I beg your pardon ? " said Margery, astounded. 

Mrs. Croome was standing in the middle of the large 
room, actually trembling with rage ; and Margery, 
who had never before been privileged to see her patroness 
with her toilet uncompleted, could not help observing 
with interest the beautiful wavy hair that lay, debased 
from its usual lofty position, on the dressing-table. But 
if Mrs. Croome was lacking in some of her ordinary 
daims to admiration, the extreme anger of her face 
and voice made her more than ever a person to be 
reckoned with. 
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" Doa't pretend innocence, you designing creatnie " 
she cried. " Yon know well enough what I mean I " 

" Indeed, I do not. Mis. Croome," said Haigery, 
turning rather white. 

" Do you dare to tell me," cried Hrs. Croome, " that 
you did not see my uncle, Mr. Privett, last night ? " 

" I have no intention of denying it," said Margery. 

" And you consider it suitable — even respectable," 
said Mrs. Croome, With withering emphasis, " to receive 
gentlemen visitors alone, in the middle of the night, 
upstairs in the schoolroom— when you know that 
everyone is out ? " 

Margery's bead went up. She looked straight at 
Mn. Croome. 

" Mr. Privett came just after nine o'clock," she 
said coldly. " No one could have been more sur- 
prised to see him than I was:" 

" I daresay — I daresay 1 " sneered Mrs. Croome. 
" You would like to tell me also, I suppose, that every- 
thing that passed between you was a great surprise to 
you— that you had never tried to lead him on " 

The colour flew to Margery's cheeks. 

" It was probably not the first visit that he had paid 
to the schoolroom late in the evening I " said Mrs. 
Croome. 

Margery opened her lips in indignant denial, and 
then closed them again, colouring mere than before. 
She had suddenly remembered that Mr. Privett had 
been guilty of that offence once before, on Christmas 
night, when he brought up his kind Uttle present. 
True, on that occasion she herself had been a^eep and 
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quite unconscious of his visit, but Mis. &oome was not 
likely to believe that. 

" Perhaps you would like to tell me that you had 
no idea of what he came up to say to you I " said His. 
.Cioome, watching bei like a cat with a mouse. 

" I had not," said Margery sincerely. 

Mrs. Croome laughed — a very unpleasant laugh 
indeed. 

" And yet, in spite of all your innocence and all 
your surprise, I gather that you were going to keep me 
in ignorance of all this I " 

" Certainly I did not mean to tell you," said Margery 
indignantly. " It would have been most unfair to Mr. 
Privett ; and I cannot imagine how you came to know 
anything about it." 

" Unfair to Mr. Fhvett — oh, certainly 1 " exclaimed 
Mrs. Croome. " Yes, I have no doubt that you are 
very considerate — for Mr. Privett I Not a thought 
of me — for whom it really is of some small consequence 
to know what sort of person I have taken into my house 1 
Yes, I daresay you do wander how the truth came to 
my ears. I should have known nothing about it if 
it had not been for that innocent child there, who was 
left in your charge under the impression — the nustoMen 
impression,. Miss Lennaid — that you were a per- 
fectly suitable person to have the caie of young 
children ! " 

She pointed dramatically to Amabel, who emerged 

at this point from an enjoyable retirement behind the 

dressing-table, where she had taken full advantage 

of her mother's preoccupation. Unfortunately, how- 
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ever, the effect o{ her entrance on the scene was rather 
spoilt by the elaborately rouged cheeks and cual-black 
eyebrows with which she had been endowing herself 
unperceived. Mrs. Cnxtme's wrath was by no means 
lessened by this unexpected revelation of the secrets 
of the prison-house. 

" Amabel, how dare you t " she exclaimed. " Go 
at once to Juliette, you naughty, naughty child ! 
and ask her to make you presentable again." 

" It's not Johette's place to wash me," said Amabel 
pertly. " Miss Lennard must come I " 

" I have not done with Miss Lennard," said Mrs. 
Croome grimly. " Go at once, Amabel 1 " 

Amabel, recognizing for once that her mother's tone 
meant instant obedience, and yet very loath to leave 
so interesting a scene, trailed slowly out of the 
room. 

" And now. Miss Lennard — wAot have you to say 
for yourself ? " demanded Mrs. Croome, with exactly 
a cat's pounce npon the mouse that has escaped her 
paw for a moment. 

" I have nothing to say," answered Margery, holding 
up her head proudly. " Since you seem to know all 
about it. Mis. Croome, I am quite willing to own that 
Mr. Privett asked me to many him last night. Bat 
I cannot see that I am to blame in any way." 

" You cannot see that jroa are to blame ! " Mrs. Croome 
repeated slowly and gaspingly, as if the audacity of 
the defence had hterally taken her breath away. " You 
deliberately lead on and inveigle my uncle— wy uncle, 
Mr. fWoetf— into proposing to you, and then you say 
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that you are not to blame 1 Your conduct has been 
shameful, Miss Lennard — shameful, designing, and most 
underhand 1 " 

Then Margery lost her temper — the most foolish 
thing that she could have done ; but, after all, she 
was only eighteen. 

" I did not lead him on 1 I was not underhand I " 
she exclaimed. " I never dreamt of bis thinking of 
such a thing. Why should I ? And certainly I never 
wanted him to propose to me. I would aot marry him 
if he asked me a hundred times ! " 

The storm was upon her. Perhaps this last assertion, 
in its evident sincerity, had reheved Mrs. Croome's 
mind of some lingering, alarming doubt, which had 
in some sUght measure served to bridle her tongue, 
At any rate, she made now no further effort to restrain 
herself in any way, but let loose the full tempest of her 
wrath. Margery stood astounded. She had never 
heard such a flow of violent language ; she did not 
even know, occasionally, exactly what Mrs. Croome 
meant. But, feeling in h«self the consciousness of 
ionocence, and being no coward, she merely waxed 
indignant, after the first shock was over, and was 
Anally moved to a speech of supreme imwisdom, 

" Your conduct has been abominable — ^it could not 
have been worse 1 " was Mrs. Croome's last outburst 
before she was forced to pause for breath. 

" Then you would have preferred me to accept Mr 
Privett ? " said Margery. 

An awful pause followed ; and Margery, realizing her 
folly, could almost have brought herself to be sorry for 
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tbe impertineace, if her pride had not been too sorely 
woanded by the lash of Mis. Croome's tongue. At 
least, her unguarded speech had put an end to the 
stoim of vituperation. When Mrs. Croome spoke again, 
it was with a slow, heavy and cold anger, which Mai^ery 
had in some small degree experienced before : less 
violent, but hardly less alarming. 

" Of course, after this, Hiss Lennard, you quit« 
realize that I can keep you no longer." 

" Certainly I " said Margery, with her head op, but 
dismay in her heart. 

Mrs. Croome considered her for a moment or two, 
apparently weighing something in her mind. To tell 
the truth, her first intention had been to dismiss Margery 
on the spot. But, since the girl had so passionately 
declared that nothing would ever induce her to accept 
Mr. Piivett, it seemed an unnecessary and certainly 
inconvenient precaution. Mis. Croome bad all a rich 
woman's dislike to paying for services that she had not 
received ; she also bad had time to realize how veiy 
tiresome it would be for her to have the twins on 
her bands until Margery could be replaced. 

" I shall be obliged, Miss Lennard," she said, there- 
fore, with the same deadly calm, " if you will take a 
month's warning from to-day." 

" Certainly 1 " said Margery again. She was too 
inexperienced in her profession to understand that the 
phrase was an mtentional slight. 

Mrs. Croome glanced at a coloured calendar on the 
wall. 

" That will make it the thirteenth of Febroary — a 
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Friday," she said with precision. It would have been 
highly inconvenient to her, in filling Margery's place, 
if there had been any misunderstanding as to calendar 
or lunar months. 

Margery looked at the calendar also, and said briefly : 
' Yes." 

" And now," said Mrs. Croome, " it is quite time for 
the children to go out ! " 

Margery turned to go. 

" One moment. Miss Lennard ! " said Mrs. Croome. 
' Margery turned where she stood, near the door, 
and looked back at her. 

" You will naturally understand, of course," said 
Mrs. Croome, with a slight twist of her thin lips, too 
unpleasant for a smile, " that it will hardly be advisable 
for you to refer your next employer to me for a 
character ! " 

" Thank you ! " said Mai^ery, with her head still 
up ; and left the presence, very white, and with dis- 
may beginning rapidly to take the place of anger 
in her heart. It aJl meant so little to Mi^. Croome : 
a passing unpleasantness, a brief time of discomfort 
while she found a new governess and the twins settled 
down again. But for Maigery herself the whole 
business meant something very serious indeed — some- 
thing that might prove an almost insuperable barrier 
to her securing another engc^ement. 

" Why do your hands shake so. Miss Lennard ? " 
Cedric inquired as she fastened his coat. 

Amabel, already dressed, pursed up her lips mys- 
teriously. " Hush ! " she said. " It's because of — 
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you know— what I told you, Cedric. Don't ask 
iluesHons t " 

It seemed to Hargeiy almost the last straw that 
the children should be interested spectators of her 
disgrace. She knew, as she passed through the hall 
with them, that all the servants also were perfectly 
well aware of what had happened ; she could discern 
a difierence even in the manner — never too polite to 
her— of the man who held open the door for them to 
go out. The prospect of a month of this, with no 
settled arrangements at the end of it for her future, 
seemed more than she could bear. The bright coldness 
of the day, which at another time would have 
exhilarated and cheered her, now made her shiver 
forlornly. It was an aggravation of her misery that 
the children, excited by such an eventful morning, 
were gay and lively, chattering merrily, asking a 
thousand questions. The short walk to the Gardens 
was a weary trudge that might have been ten miles. 
Once there, she sat down on the first convenient seat, 
feeling as if she had lived through any number of 
hours since the beginning of the day. 

"Surely I can't be in luck again?" said a voice 
behind her — a kind, merry voice, which changed 
suddenly as Margery, starting, turned her white face 
into view. " Miss Lennard ! " said Denzil Holyer. 
" What is the matter ? " 

The children, overjoyed at sight of their friend, 

were racing up. Margery felt that Amabel, at least, 

was open-mouthed to tell of last night's adventure, 

and felt, also, that she could not. bear it, " Oh, please, 
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^ease make them go away ! " she said ; and the forlorn 
teare streamed suddenly down her cheeks. 

Denzil rose gallantly to the occasion. He stood 
between her and the children, screening her from their 
inquisitive eyes, and impressively took something — 
a small thing — from his pocket. 

" What's that ? " cried Amabel, effectually diverted 
for the moment. 

" It's my pencil-case," said Denzi! ; and held it 
reflectively, as if considering. 

" Let me hold it ! Let me hold it ! " screamed the 
twins in concert. It wasa very remai^ble possesion, 
at least from their point of view, having a cmining 
screw to lengthen or shorten it, which fascinated Cedric, 
and a jnece of amber set in the end, which was very 
precious in Amabel's ^es. They had been allowed 
to look at it once or twice as a special favour. 

" No," said Denzil ; and he still held it reflectively, 
making the amber shine in the winter sunshine, and 
giving the screw an enchanting little twist. " Nobody 
is going to hold it this morning ; but one of you is going 
to have it — to keep." 

" Oh / " the twins chorused breathlessly, " But 
which of us ? " 

Denzil paused again — possibly for effect - possibly 
because he was inventing his answer. 

" You see those two trees in the next path but 
one ? " he said. " Well, whichever of jniu can hop 
from one of those to the other shall have the pencil- 
case as a prize." 

" Oh, come quick I " cried Amabel, dancing with 
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excitement " And yoa will come and see v^ch of 
us does it best, Mr. H<dyer I " 

" No," said Denzil, with whose [dans this did not 
match at alL " I pat you on your honour, mind. 
Yon are to take turns, and the one who isn't hopping 
is to watch the one who is. If you put the second 
foot down at all, that spoils your chance — ^you must 
Wjut for your next turn. If you quarrel, there will be 
no pencil-case for either of you. Now, then, off you 
go!" 

The twins w^e gone before he bad finished speaking. 
Almost as quiddy, Denzil turned to Maigery and sat 
down by her. She was hastily wiping away her tears, 
and half laughing through them. 

" How clever you are ! I'm so sorry — I do beg your 
panfon for being so silly," she said. 

" Mow, tell me what is the matter, please," said 
Denzil ; and his pleasant voice sounded all at once that 
of a man. 

" Mrs. Croome has dismissed me," said Margery with 
a catch in her breath. 

" Why ? " said Denzil. 

Margery hung her head, and turned as red as she bad 
been white before. After all, she would rather tell 
him herself than let him have a garbled account 
from the twins or anyone else ; and accordingly she 
faltered out her brief, confused statement. If she 
had looked at him, she would have noticed a curious 
change in Ms face to match the change in his 
voice. 

There was a little pause when she had finished. 
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" Perhaps you are — sorry for the answer yoa gave 
last night ? " he suggested carefully. 

" Oh, no 1 Oh, no!" Margeiy looked up quickly 
with candid ^es. 

" Or you don't want to leave Mrs. Croome ? " 

" It's not that," said Margery, " But she says that 
she will give me no reference at alL It will make it so 
dif&cult — I think perhaps impossible — for me to find 
another situation. And— and there are difficulties 
enough, without that ! " Her voice, unexpectedly 
treacherotis, faltered and broke. 

" Don't — don't cry any more — I can't bear it 1 " 
said Denzil. " Miss Lennard — ^Margery — I love you — 
oh, you must know that I love you ! Will you marry 
me to-morrow — next week ? " 

Margery could only look at him, breathless and 
speechless. 

*' I won't have you at the mercy of any more wretched 
old women ! " he cried. " I've stood it long enough, 
and Mrs. Croome shall be the last of them ! Oh, 
Margery, don't you care for me a little ? " 

Margeiy found herself trembling violently. She 
could only go on looking at him and listening, and 
wonder when she would wake up from this extraordinary 
dream. 

" Don't you care — even a little ? " said Denzil ; and 
the distress and trouble in his tone gave her voice 
suddenly back to her. Of course she cared — much 
more than a Uttle ; and with great simphdty she told 
him so. And quite suddenly it was not a dream any 
more, but a wonderful, incredible, glorious leaUfy. 
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She looked round her at enchanted Gardens. There 
had never before been such a bright, clear, heavenly 
winter morning. The woild was the same, and yet 
new, strange, delightfal. She wai engaged to Den^ 
Holyer; and Denzil, with all possible seriousness and 
earnestness, was urging her to marry him the very day 
she left Mrs. Croome. 

" Oh, I couldn't — it is too soon ! " said Margery, 
half scared. 

" Why too soon ? " cried DenziL " It's a month 
off — ^far too long, / think ! What is there to wait 
for, except to get a ring and a licence ? Why, if there 
is a whole month to wait, we can be married by banns, 
if yon like — and I'm sure that always seems long 
enough ! " 

Margery sat silent, with a breathless feeling. She 
looked away at the unconscious Croome twins, in their 
conveniently distant path. Amabel was hopping 
steadily and successfully. Cedric watched her triumphal 
progress with anxious, grudging eyes. 

" You can't find any objection, yoa see, when yon 
come to try," said Denzil. " The only possible thing 
is your being under age. Is there anyone who can 
object ?." 

Mai^ery shook her head. Her only relation was a 
distant cousin, who had no sort of jurisdiction over 
her ; and she had to own as much. 

" Well, then ! " cried Denzil with complete triumph ; 
but almost as he spoke a change came over him. The 
light died out of his face, the eager confidence of his 
manner was gone. His very voice was different, as 
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he said bitterly and half to himself : " What a fool 
I've been ! What a fcrol ! " 

" What is it ? " said Margery, frightened. 

" Only that I haven't a sou in the world except 
what my father allows me ! " said Denzil. 

Margery sat aghast. An allowance represented to 
her some twenty or thirty poundS] and she had quite 
a practical knowledge of the expenses of a very modest 
way of life. 

" If only I'd been bom with brains ! " groaned 
Denzil. " There's my cousin Horace, only two 
years older than I am, and quite decently off 
already." 

" But you said that you were only waiting to settle 
what you meant to do ! " said Margery. 

" Of course. And I must settle now, as fast as 
possible," said Denzil. " But in the meantime " 

" It means waiting a little," suggested Margery. 

" I can't wait ! I won't wait ! " Denzil exclaimed. 
" I'm not going to have you slaving out your life i^ain 
for anyone, Maigery, now that you belong to me. I 
don't approve of women working — you shall never earn 
another penny in your Ufe ! " 

" But if we must wait ? " said Margery, gently and 
patiently. 

" I suppose we could not possibly manage on my 
allowance," said Denzil with an anxious frown. 

" How much is it ? " Margery inquired seriously. 

" My father allowed me four hundred at Cam- 
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In the midst of his peiplexity and wony Denzil 
had to laugh at her petrified face. 

" You've had all that to spend every year — just 
for yourself ? " she exclaimed with awe. 

" It didn't seem to go so very far," groaned DenziL 
" I had an awfully jolly time — but, by Jove I there's 
uncommonly little to show for it 1 I haven't any debts 
worth mentioning, thank goodness. Could we manage 
on it, Ha^^ry — ^just for a time ? " 

" It seems to me a very large income indeed," said 
Margery, with intense seriousness. 

" You blessed innocent ! " laughed DenzU; and his 
gay humour came back in a flash. " Why, then, we're 
all right, Haigery I But what on earth my father would 
say, I can't imagine ! " 

" Don't you mean to tell him that we are going to 
be married, then ? " asked Mai^ry. 

" Hy darling girl, you don't know my father — ^tbongh 
I'm sure you and he will get on famously when you do 
meet. If he heard that I was contemplating matrimony 
on my allowance, without anything settled to do, I 
assure you that he would cut off the allowance that 
instant, and lucky for me if he didn't cut me oS with 
a shilling, too ! That has always been bis system 
with all of us all oar Uves if we didn't please him ; 
he just cut off supjdies altogether until we repented." 

" Oh, bnt you must not run the risk of making him 
angry on account oime/" cried Margery, with anxious 
eyes. 

" My dearest goose, there is no risk at all," Denzil 
assured her comfortably. " Do you suppose that we 
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can't be qoietly married without teUing all the woiid 7 
It is not even as if we should have to keep it a secret 
for so veiy long. In a month or two I shall cer- 
tainly have settled down with something definite 
to do, and then, of course, there need be no secret any 
longer." 

"But won't your father be very angry then?" 
Margery persisted atudously. 

" I don't mind if he is, when once I am independent," 
said DenziL " We have never got on well together — 
I don't expect ever to jdease him." 

" Oh, but, if it is only a question of waiting a month 
or two, do let US wait ! " pleaded Margery. 

But Denzil was hurt — a little, genuinely : a great 
deal, in appearance, when he found how that little 
troubled bar. He protested that she did not love 
him^ if she could actually wish to wait when there ^as 
no reason for waiting ; and so worked on her feelings 
that at last, very reluctantly, she gave in. She did 
not approve ; she was anxious, uneasy, anything but 
satisfied. The whole scheme was foreign to her own 
natoral instincts ; but she was prepared to make very 
great allowances for Denzil, simply because he was 
DenzU. Besides, for all her prudent fears and scruides, 
there was an undeniable attraction about the romance 
of the thing, coming like a Sash of lightning into the 
midst of the decorously dull life that was all she had 
ever known. 

The twins came tearing up— how unsuspicious of the 
drama that had been enacted in their absence I 

" I've won 1 I've won I " screamed Amabel shrilly. 
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" I nearly won," said Cediic, •mth teais in liis voice. 
" t did pat my foot down once — bat it was a very 
liUle once ! " 

" Here yon are, prize-winner ! " cried Denzil gaily. 
His blue eyes shone, and his handsome face was flushed 
with excitement, as he took out the pencil-case, and 
presented it to Amabel with a tremendous bow of 
mock ceremony. " And here you are, second prize- 
winner ! " he added, taming to Cedric with his pen- 
knife ; at sight of which the youth's crestfallen ia£» 
beamed out into rapbirous joy and incrednUty. 

" Oh, thank you ! " the twins exclaimed in ecstatic 
chorus. And Denzil laughed in answer, after such 
a fashion that Amabel looked up at him sharply with 
her shrewd eyes. 

" You look as if you had won a prize too," she 
observed. 

" So I have ! " said Denzil. 
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CHAPTER VIII 
THE LAST OF UABGERY LENNARD 

" TT will not be at all convenient!" said Mrs. 

L Croome. 

" I am sorry. But I am afraid I must still ask 
you to spare me for a little time on Wednesday 
evening," said Uai^ry; and though she spoke quite 
pohtely, she spoke firmly too, and her eyes were brave, 
and there was almost a anile on her face. Mrs. Croome 
looked at her uneasily, and then looked again, bafSed. 
This was not the silent, subdued girl whom she knew 
as the twins' governess ; nor the scared and sorrowful 
person who ought to have been lamenting herself 
grievously ever since her dismissal. From the change 
in her since that day it might almost have seined 
— unpardonable thought! — that she was glad to 
go- 

" Well, if you must — I suppose it is to see about 
another situation ? " said Mrs. Croome, with a sharp 
glance and an unpleasant Uttle laugh. 

" I have found another situation, thank you," said 
Margery serenely. " But I have to arrange one ox 
two things about it, and some shopping to do." 

" You have foitnd a situation — already 1 " said His. 
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Croome, with a very hostile ^ance out of hn hard 
little eyes. 

Margeiy, looking at her placidly, said : " Yes." 

His. Croome had nothing to say ; but she was 
obviously veiy much annoyed. 

" Oh, well, I suppose you will have to go I — after 
the children are in bed, of course," she said ; and turned 
to imply that the interview was at an end. 

Margery stood her ground quite mildly, but 
decidedly. 

" I am sorry," she said, " but that will not give me 
time enough. The shops will be closed." 

" Well ! Perhaps you will be kind enough to tdl 
me what you expect 1 " said Mrs. Croome sharply. 

" I shall be very much obliged if I may go as soon 
as the children go down to the drawing-room after tea," 
said Margeiy. 

" And who will put them to bed, pray ? " cried Mrs. 
Croome, 

" I beUeve Sophia used sometimes to do it before 
[ came," said Maigery, who had only recently found 
out that her predecessor had been, comparatively 
speaking, a person of leisure. " If you will let her 
take my place for that one evening, I shall be very 
much obliged." 

" Really, you seem to have made all your own 
arrangements 1 " snapped Mrs. Croome. But she did 
not see her way, somehow, to treating this new Mai^ery 
in quite the fashion of a week ago. " Oh, weD, I 
suppose I must let you go — but remember that it 
is not to occur again before you leave 1 " 
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" What time do you wish me to come in ? " asked 
Maigery quietly. 

" I doa't care what time you come in," said Mrs. 
Croome, " Really, I think your own right feeling 
might settle that for you, Miss Lennard ! " 

"Thank you," said Margery; and shut the door 
very gently after her. 

How slowly the time crept by on its way to that 
Wednesday evening ! But Margery went through her 
usual tale of duties quite regularly and conscientiously, 
and no one could have told that she was counting days 
and hours, and hnally even minutes. She knew that 
Amabel's astute eyes were upon her, and she was at 
pains to guard her secret well. No tone could have 
been more matter-of-fact than that in which she toM 
the much-annoyed twins that she was going out Co do 
some shopping, and would not be in at their bedtime. 
No feet could have run more lightly down the hall 
steps ten minutes later, and hastened to the comer at 
which Denzil was waiting (or her. 

Jt was a wonderful evening : an evening to which 
Mai^ry often looked back in after days, with a wistful 
surprise at the amazing youthfulness of the boy and 
giii who went shopping together. For the shopping 
was no mere excuse, but a very serious ceremony — 
no less than the purchase of Margery's wedding dothes. 
Denzil insisted, and would take no denial, that she 
should buy her hat at a certain shop in Bond Street, 
where he remembered that his sister had been in the 
habit of dealing before she went to India. But having 
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once passed the portak in the gayest of spirits, he was 
so instantly subdued by the awful presences in black 
satin who received them, and addressed Uai^ery as 
"Moddam," that be could not be grateful enough to 
her for extracting bim and herself, three minutes later, 
on the plea that the hat she had admired in the window 
was unbecoming when tried on. 

" My dear, I could not possibly have afEorded any- 
thing there 1 " said Margery in her grave way. 

" What an awful place ! " said Denzil with a gasp 
of relief. " But yon must have a good hat, Margery — 
you'U only be married once, I hope I Oh, yes, I know 
that we are going to be frightfully economical I i assure 
you that I haven't ^nt an unnecessary sou since I 
saw you last." He immediately illustrated this praise- 
worthy attitude by suddenly buying her, at vast 
expense, a bunch of lilies-of-the-valley, which, as Mar- 
gery almost tearfully protested, she would not dare 
to take back to Canning Place. 

They bought the hat subsequently at a much more 
modest estabUshment, and then had a long argmnent 
as to the colour of Margeiy's wedding-dress. She iiad 
had visions of a sober dark coat and skirt, while Denzil 
pleaded strenuously for white, because all brides should 
wear white, and his sister had looked so fine in hers. 

" But, Denzil ! White in February 1 " Margery pro- 
tested strenuoudy. " It would be absolutely spoilt 
if the day were wet ! " 

" It's not going to be wet," said Denzil. " A luide 
must have sunshine, for luck." But having argued his 
p(»nt of view with exceeding obstinacy for five minutes, 
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he gave way quite suddenly, and they compromised on 
blue : which, as Denzil grudgingly admitted, was also 
a lucky colour. 

" How superstitious you are 1 " laughed Maigery. 

" So is everyone, more or less," Denzil m^ntained, 
" Do you realize what an awfully unlucky day we 
have for our wedding — Friday, the thirteenth ? I 
suppose Mrs. Croome wouldn't let you off a day 
earlier ? " 

" I'm sure she would not," said Mai^ry; whereupon 
Denzil fell into the depths of gloom for some three 
minutes, and then quite suddenly became his usual 
gay self again without the slightest warning. 

Tliey dined together, in accfftdance with Denzil's 
economy, at a quiet little restaurant : very early, in 
order to avoid anyone who might possibly know him ; 
and as they dined they discussed their plans. It was 
the most fortunate thing in the world that Denzil had 
once been told of an ideal West Country farmhouse, 
extraordinarily cheap, and set in the midst of glorious 
scenery. He had already written about rooms, and he 
now produced the answering letter, to amuse Margery 
with the odd spelling. 

" But — I don't understand," said Margery, reading. 
" Didn't you write yourself ? Who is Mr. Vane ? " 

" Oh, I forgot to explain ! " said Denril easily. 
" You see, the only drawback to going there is that it's 
veiy near my own part of the world. I've never been 
there myself, and there's no reason why they should 
know me, but my name is famiUar enough down there, 
and there's just the chance that it might get round to 
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my father. So I thought it would be safest to go 
incognito, like a royal holiday 1 Vane really is one of 
my names, you know. You don't mind, do you, 
dearest ? " 

Margery did mind ; for where is the bride who does 
not look forward with shy pleasure to the thought of 
hearing herself called by her new name ? 

" But we shall be married in our own names ? " 
she said rather anxiously. 

" You darling goose, of course we shall! Haven't 
I been round to put up the banns this very day ? " 
cried Denzil, with a shout of laughter. Whereat 
Mai^ry, blushing extremely, forgot to mind anymore. 
After all, it was a very small matter, and for a veiy 
short time ; since she had given in to a secret wedding, 
it would certainly be foolish to run any risk of being 
found out. Certainly, too, the romance of the whole 
thing would gain by their masquerading for a time 
under another nm^ Besides, Denzil had taken such 
pains over all his plans, and was so excited and eager 
over them, that she could hardly have had the heart 
to object, whatever her own private wishes had been 

He plunged immediately into questions of high 
finance. 

" It's lucky that this is the beginning of the quarter 
— I'm generally a pauper by the end of February ! " 

" Oh, Denzil 1 But how will you manage when there 
are two of us ? " said Margery, with alarm in her 
prudent soul. 

" Oh, that will be all right 1 I'm being economical 

now, you see," smiled DeoziL " Besides, you had 
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better hold the purse-strings, Margery. You'll make 
the money go twice as far as I should. And that 
reminds me that I've something for you." 

He produced, in the calmest way, a little crackling 
roll of paper, which had been crumpled carelessly into 
his waistcoat pocket. 

" It's just over a hundred pounds, I think," he said, 
handing it over casually to her. " A little legacy that 
was left me when I was a small chap ; it was invested 
for me then, and I wasn't to have it till I came of age, 
and then I forgot all about it — till now, when I was 
racking my brains for a little ready money." 

" Dmzii I " cried Margery in horror. " Do you mean 
to say that you have been going about all day with all 
that mcmey in your pocket ? " 

" No reason for anyone to know about it," said 
Denzil, with his gay laugh. " Anyhow, I make it over 
to you now, Margery — all my worldly goods, you 
know I " ^ 

" But I don't know what to do with it 1 " swd Mar- 
gery, looking at the crisp notes with fear and alarm. 
Finally she was induced to put them away in the 
inside pocket of her coat ; but they kept coming into 
her mind all the rest of the evening at intervals, and 
her hand was continually slipping in to feel for their 
safety. 

" What time have you to be back ? " Denzil asked 
suddenly, as they left the restaurant. 

Margery laughed a little as she quoted Mrs. Cioome's 
lemaiks on the subject. 

" Plenty of time for a theatre, then I " said Denzil 
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gaily ; and had hailed a pasang hansom and established 
Uai^ry therein, before she qnite knew what was 
happening. 

They went in the Upper Circle — a place which 
seemed, in Denzil's eyes, about as efiective for purposes 
of concealment as the faiiy-tale cloak of darkness ; and 
from that altitude Margery laughed and cried over 
" Quality Street," and enjoyed herself so much that 
she even forgot the burden of wealth in her pocket. 
Denzil enjoyed it too. " One really sees quite decently 
from up here ! " he said, with frank surprise. But he 
watched Margery more than the stage. 

" You've never been in a theatre before, or down 
in Devonshire, or seen anything at alll " he said, with 
a sudden tenderness and earnestness, between the 
acts. " You poor little girl 1 What a hard time you've 
hadt And how I shall enjoy doing everything over 
i^ain with you, Margery 1 " And he clasped a little 
closer the hand that, after the time-honoured manner 
of lovers, he was holding under cover of the programme. 

The wonderful evening shpped by all too swiftly ; 
and Margery, with a sigh of regret, found herself, with 
her hand on Denzil's arm, emerging with the crowd 
into a wet street, and, horrified, heard a clock near 
striking half-past ten. 

" Oh, Denzil 1 I had no idea it was so late 1 " she 
exclaimed, in alarmed Cinderella accents. 

As she spoke, a man in the crowd, some htUe distance 
ofi, turned and looked at her. 

" Plenty of time, darling t " said Denzil, laughing at 
her face of dismay. And he sUpped her deftly into a 
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waiting taxi, and a moment later they were Riding 
very fast along the wet and sHppeiy streets. 

" Denzil, did yon see your cooan ? " Maigeiy 
asked. 

" What, Horace ? " said DenziL " Oh, weren't you 
mistaken, Haigery ? " 

But Margery shook her bead. There was no mis- 
taking those quick light eyes ; they had looked straight 
into hers with an unsmiling amusement that vaguely 
displeased her. 

" Oh, wen, I daresay he didn't see as," said Denzil 
ea^y. " Besides, what if he did 1 Theatre-going 
isn't a sin. It's only our guilty consciences that 
remind us of those banns that I put up this morning — 
and, as I've never in my life known Horace go to 
diUFCh, he isn't likely to find us out that way I Con- 
found the quickness of these taxis 1 Here we are at 
the comer already ! " 

He kissed Margery quite vnblushingly under the eye 
of a passing policeman, and helped her out with 
immense care, as if she were something extremely 
fragile, instead of a tall young woman, brought up to 
be as independent as pos^ble. Then he stood looking 
after her until she was safely inside the Cnxnnes' 
hall-door, after a considerable wait outside first in 
the rain, because the servants' hall did not approve 
of evenings out for the governess. For prudence' sake, 
it was hardly likely that they would have a chance of 
meeting agjun before their wedding day. 

The days of Margery's last month in Canning Place 

went very slowly by. She was made to feel with great 
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distinctness that she was in disgrace ; and in one way, 
at least, this was a relief, for she could not have bonw 
any more confidences about Denzil from Flora. The 
children lamented her going in quite a flattering fashion ; 
bot, childlike, they were much excited by the prospect 
of someone new, and Margery could not bnt feel that 
her place would be very quickly filled and she herself 
forgotten. It was wonderful to think that in the futoie 
she would be with someone to whom she was really 
necessary, and not a mere temporary convenience. 

It was strange to be living in the midst of a house- 
hold where not one person had an idea that she was 
within three weeks of her wedding day ; but Margery 
was used to loneliness and independence. Another 
woman than Mrs. Croome might have conadered 
it her duty to make some small inquiry into the future 
of ibe homeless girl who was leaving her in disgrace ; 
but she, beyond showing a little vexed curiosity about 
the " situation " which was accepting Margery without 
a reference, took no interest at all in the matter. Her 
only anxiety, indeed, seemed to be to make Mai;gery 
understand, in a dozen petty ways, that her offence 
was neither forgiven nor forgotten ; and in so doing, 
all unknown to herself, she removed one very real 
difficulty from the girl's path. For Margery had 
thought with dread of the twins' quick ears in church 
and had been honestly thankful when one snowstorm 
and one very bad cold had kept them in on two 
successive Sundays. To be sure, they did not by any 
means listen to the service with flawless attention ; 
but there is always an interest in the hearing of banns, 
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and the vicar's voice was clear. So, when the third 
Sunday dawned bright and fine, and the children were 
perfectly well, Margery's heart failed her, and she 
tried in vain to think of any reasonable excuse for 
taking them to another church. She might have done 
so, indeed, at any other time without a quahn. But 
now a guilty conscience pictured to her an outbreak 
of stubbornness and curiosity, communicated to others 
of the household, and leading to the discovery of her 
secret. 

It was here that Mrs. Croome's petty spite did her 
victim good service. For when Margery and her 
charges, equipped for church, reached the hall that 
Sunday morning — Margery in sore perplexity what 
to do — ^Mrs. Croome sailed down also in church-going 
bravery, and said coolly : " By the way. Miss Lennard, 
I should prefer to take the children with me to-day." 

The twins clamoured in remonstrance. " We want 
to go with Miss Lennard 1 It's her last Sunday ! " 

" I am quite aware of that," said Mrs. Croome ; and 
her voice told Maigery that this was intended as a 
final punishment. 

" Very well," she said meekly; and she kept her eyes 
down, that Mrs. Croome might not see the reUef in them 
— ^which answered excellently, since the good lady 
conceived them to be full of tears, and accordingly salUed 
forth well pleased, with a cross, protesting twin on 
dther side of her. 

Margery slipped into the church with her face on 

fire, and took her usual modest seat with a feeling that 

every eye must be upon her. How long the first part 
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of the service seemed ! and yet how willingly, some 
half-hour later, would she have prolonged the Second 
Lesson to double its length t It was over at last. The 
vicar was back in the reading-desk and opening his 
book — and Maigeiy's head went down and down. 

" I publish the Banns of Hairiage between Richard 
Denzil Vane Ho^rer, bachelor, of the parish of St. 
Nicomede, and Ma^arita Lennard, sinnster, of this 
parish " 

Margery's heart beat so that she could scaicdy 
breathe ; she was not red now, but white, and cold 
to the finger-tips. A mad fancy seized her that 
someone — possibly that alarming father of Denzil's — 
would get up and forbid the banns. But no one, 
curiously enough, seemed at all moved by the great 
announcement ; and the vicar, peremptorily remaining 
that this was the last time of as^ng, closed his book 
and gave out a hymn. And Margery, dumb through 
the singing, fell on her knees afterwards and prayed 
very earnestly — and quite oblivious of all petitions for 
the King and Queen and all the Royal Family — that 
she might be a good wife to Denzil. 

Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday passed, as if they 
had been quite ordinary days, instead of the very last 
of Margery's single life. On Thursday Mrs. Croome 
said stiffly to her : " I suppose. Miss Lennard, that 
one day more or less will make no difference to you. 
I find that the new governess whom I have engaged 
cannot come till Saturday, I shall be ^d if you will 
arrange to stay till then." 

Margery looked at her, with a curiov^, still smile 
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in the depths of her clear eyes, that Mrs. Croome found 
most irritating and incomprehensible. 

" I am sorry," she said, " but it is quite impossible 1 " 

"Surely you are not going direct to your new 
dtnation ! " snapped Mrs. Croome, very much put 
out. 

" Yes," said Margery ; and the smile spread, very 
&intly, to her lips. 

" Indeed ! Well, you axe remarkably lucky ! " said 
His. Croome venomously. " At any rate, I imagine 
it will be all the same to you if you do not go till the 
afternoon ; in fact, if you could stay till the children's 
teatime, it would suit me best" 

Margery almost laughed. If Mrs. Croome had known 
the impossibility of what she asked ! 

" I am afraid I must keep to the plans I have already 
made," she said. " I — ^have rather a long distance 
to go." 

"Indeed I" said Mis. Croome again, and this time 
with barely concealed rage. " Oh, well, if you do not 
choose to be obliging, of course there is nothing more 
to be said I " 

It was additionally annoying for her that Margery 
was now so nearly out of her clutches that she had 
practically no means of wreaking vengeance on her. 
In fact, the only thit^ left in her power was to arrange 
that there should be no ceremony of farewell at all. 
And to this end, at great inconvenience to herself, she 
took Flora and Amabel out shopping at an abnormally 
early hour, first secdng ofi the reluctant Cedric for a 
walk with the equally reluctant Sophia. 
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She could not, had she bat known it, have served 
Haigeiys tnm better. There was no one to see ber 
come down in her new bhie gown, wearing the hat that 
^le and Denzil had chosen tc^ther ; no one to comment 
<Hi her white face and bright eyes and shaking hands. 
As for directing the cabman to drive to Paddington, 
that could have conveyed nothing to anyone. 

At Paddington Denzil met her : very handstHue, very 
serious, very silent. It was a matter of two minutes 
to bestow Margery's modest luggage in the cloak-rocnn, 
with directions that it wonid be wanted again in an 
honr. They hardly said a word to each other, but 
they lield hands tightly, like two frightened children, 
as they drove firom the station back to the church. 
They were a minute or two late, and the vicar was 
in a hurry, and too preoccupied to take any particular 
notice of the tall young couple who had come quite 
alone to be made man and wife. A very old verger 
gave the bride away, and acted as witness ; and Mar- 
gery, with a dazed feeling, found herself, after an 
extraordinarily brief interval, in the vestry, signing her 
maiden name for the last time with a very trembling 
hand. She turned to go. 

" Your certificate — Mrs. Holyer ! " said the hurried 
vicar, with a hurried httle smile, writing hastily. 
And Margery, scarlet, took the little paper and carried 
it oat in her hand ; and once outside the church, found 
herself saying absurdly to her husband, as the first 
remark of her married life : " Will you take it, please, 
Denzil ? I haven't any pocket ■ " 

" Let me have it at once 1 It will never do to lose 
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your marriage lines, you know," cried Denzil, with a gay, 
excited laugh ; and he put it away with exaggerated 
care in his breast pocket. Quite suddenly he had 
regained all his usual Ughtbeartedness ; but with it 
there was a new tenderness and consideration, which 
Uargery felt very gratefully. 

Once in the train — a reserved first-class carriage, 
to Margery's extreme horror : " But we slwH only be 
married once 1 " said Denzil — he pointed out to her, 
with vast amusement, the labels on his dressing-case 
and her handbag, whereon he had written " Vane " in 
the largest of letters. 

" It isn't everyone who can boast of having had 
three surnames in one day ! " he cried, laughing ; and 
then, vrith one of his quick changes, took her hand and 
kissed her very gently, and said : " My darling wife t " 
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PERHAPS honeymoons, like nations, an most 
blessed when they have no histoiy. Cer- 
tainly Denzil's and Margery's could not have been 
more eventless or happier. The wet month of Febmaty 
vouchsafed for them to dry her tears, and gave them 
a fortnight of mild and perfect weather, daring which 
they ez[dored the country for miles round with vast 
contentment. Margery had never in her life before 
met with any lovely scenery. Her enjojment was as 
simple and rapturous as a child's ; and DenzU, delighted 
with her delight, was quite as happy. The farm was 
a queer old rambling house, too small, luckily for 
them, to take in more than one set of lodgers at a 
time ; and the landlady, Mrs. Strong, proved to be 
an excellent and sympathetic person, absolutely square 
of figure, and surely ob» of the least inventive cooks 
in the world. Denzil, laughing, ate an unvarjring 
succession of mutton chops with perfect satisfaction 
— they proved immediately that to go farther was to 
fare worse — and made up for doubtful puddings by 
unlimited bread and jam and clotted cream. He was 
the most channing companion possible; always light 
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of heart and sunny of temper and easily pleased. Only 
once, in fact, did Margery ever see him put out, and 
then over the most foolish, trivial thii^ — only because 
she spoke of having been in church when their banns 
■ were read. 

" But you ought not to have gone — it is most honibly 
unlucky 1 " he exclaimed. 

" Is it 7 I didn't know," said Margery, not much 
impressed. 

" Horribly unlucky I " he repeated. " If only you 
had stayed away ! At any rate, I'm glad that I didn't 
know of it before we were safely married 1 " 

The fine February gave place to a stormy, roaring 
March, and their long walks were out of the question. 
Heavy sleet beat against the windows of the Uttle farm, 
and folded the moors in swathes of mist and water ; 
fierce winds raged and tore round comers, and shrieked 
in at doors, and howled in chimneys. Denzil taught 
Margery to play piquet, and was as happy and con- 
tented as ever — even when, after a very short time, she 
learned to play better than he did. He looked absurdly 
tall in the cramped little rooms, but never seemed to 
feel their smallness. He read extracts from Mrs. 
Strong's library — which was limited, and consisted 
chiefly of old bound magazines of a sentimental order 
-~aIoud to Margery, and shouted with laughter over 
them. There was a crazy old piano in the little 
sitting-room, with half a dozen notes dumb ; and on 
this he strummed happily by the hour together, vamp- 
ing very primitive accompaniments to " Ten Thousand 
Miles Away " and similar songs, and singing them with 
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a will and a very pleasant notrained voice. Patting 
what be always called " biains " out of the question, 
it seemed as if the fairies at his cradle had endowed 
him with every good gift in the world, except the gift 
of ambition. 

For, as the days ^pped easily and pleasantly by, 
with increasing swiftness, he said never a word of any 
occnpation. On fine days, they wandered as far 
afield as possible, bringing back with them amazing 
appetites for Mrs. Strong's monotonous fare. On wet 
days they amused themselves as aforesaid, with 
entire success. On doubtful days, when it was not 
sale to venture too far away, they strolled about the 
litUe village, and Denzil made friends with every child 
and cat and dog that came in his way. They went to 
the little old village church on Sundays, and Denzil 
said that the parson was an uncommonly ugly chap, 
but looked quite a decent sort. When the said parson 
called on them, after they bad been the best part of 
a month in the place, Denzil greeted and entertained 
him most affably, smoked and chatted with him, and 
walked back with him as far as the Vicarage ; and 
then, coming back, said to Margery : " Quite a nice 
fellow — and he's got an unconmionly nice cat ! But 
I hope he won't OMne again. We don't vrant anyone 
but ourselves 1 " 

It was the jolUest httle village, Denzil declared, in 
the world ; and with something very like seriousness 
he debated the advisability of their buying a cottage 
there, and settling down for the rest of their lives. 
" I don't believe we could be happier anywhere else ! " 
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he cried, aod fell to planning, with immense detail, 
how they would have a big fuchsia on each side of 
the gate and jasmine climbing all over the front, exactly 
like the charming cottage where the schoolmistress 
Uved. " Wouldn't you like that, Margery ? " he 
added. 

Margery hesitated. It had been on her conscience 
for many days past that this pleasant, lazy existence 
ought not to go on much longer. And yet it was 
so pleasant, and Denzil was so entirely happy, that 
she had not had the heart to start the subject. Now, 
however, with this obvious opening, she shirked her 
duty no longer, 

" It is the dearest Uttle place," she said. " But you 
would not find anything to do here, Denzil, would 
you ? " 

" Do you see too much of me ? " Denzil inquired 
pathetically. " Do you want me to be away from you 
for hours every day ? Aren't you happy, Margery ? " 

" You know I am happy," said Margery, with tears 
in her eyes ; and could bring herself to say no more. 
For, indeed, she was entirety happy. She had been 
brought up to be content with so httle, and now she 
had so much. It seemed the basest ingratitude to 
let Denzil imagine that she was not absolutely satisfied 
with him, and with all that he had done for her. 

The days shpped on again, until March was nearly 
over ; and it was none of Margery's doing when at 
last their life in Arcady came to an end. 

Denzil had his letters forwarded from his club to 

the post-office in the nearest town, some three miles 

M3 

D;,-..M>,Google 



The Real Mrs. Holyer 

away, and would go to fetch them whenever the fancy 
took him. One very wet afternoon, when they had 
been kept in by ceaseless rain for a couple of days 
past, he suddenly announced his intention of going 
over. 

" It's more than a week since I went last," he 
observed casually, " and one never knows that there 
might not be something important ! But you'd better 
not come, Margery. It's raining cats and dogs, and 
not fit for you to be out." 

They bad hardly been separated for so long since 
they were married, and Margery felt quite forlorn when 
he was gone, and she found herself left to her owd 
devices. There was, indeed, very little for her to do 
alone. There had been so much bad weather latterly 
that she had finished all the sewing she had with her, 
and exhausted Mis. Strong's resout:es as far as books 
went. She could write no letters, since none of her 
friends knew of her marriage ; and she was waiting 
to send them the news untU she could do so in het 
own new name. So the time dragged ; and she was 
watching for Denzil at the window long before there 
was any possibility of his return. 

The road carved up and up from the gate of the farm 
towards the Moor. She could see anyone who came 
half a mile ofi ; but the rain was still coming down 
in such blinding torrents that it was not easy to make 
out with any distinctness what manner of person it 
was who was coming. So, though she was watching 
Denzil's advance for ten minutes or more, she wa5 
not certain it was he until he was quite close. Indeed, 
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she had almost decided tliat it was someone else, 
because the step and the carriage were haidly lilce 
Denzil's. 

" How tired he most be, to be walking Uke that I " 
she thought anxiously. ^ I expect he is wet through I " 
And she went out hastily to the door to meet 
him. 

" Oh. Denzil, are you quite drenched ? " she died, 
with a hand on his arm. " Oh — is anything the 
matter ? " 

Denzil took off his wet mackintosh and dripping 
cap in silence, and hung them up ; then he followed her 
into the little sitting-room, and sat down heavily in 
the fiist chair he came to. 

" There's a letter from my father," he said. " Here 
— ^u had better read it." 

Margery took it, trembling. But the writing was 
very crabbed, and perhaps her eyes were not too clear. 
She could read the first two or three lines with a little 
difficulty, but as it went on it grew increasingly 
illegible, until it ended in a mere scrawl of a 
signature. 

" I can't mate it out," she said in a shaking voice. 
" Is there something about — about Jamaica ? " 

" He wants me to go there," said Denzil, 

"To Jamaica 1 Oh, Denzil ! What for?" 

" There's some property that belonged to my mother 
— a plantation. He's been bothered about it for a 
long while — thinks it isn't being properly managed. 
Now he wants me to go out and see about it." 

" For good ? " 
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" No I I wish it were— for then I onild take yon, 

Margery." 

There was a sileace. Then : " How long sbaU you 
be away 7 " asked Margeiy very quietly. 

" I don't know — I don't even know how long it 
takes to get there 1 " said DenzU in a voice that was 
sharp with unhappiness. " See what a duffer of a 
husband you've got, Margery I You see, he makes it 
a sort of test — says that if I can manage this well, 
he'll have some confidence in me for the future and 
will see a httle what I'm fit for. Perhaps I should be 
gone three months." 

Margeiy was atting the other side of the httle table, 
and she knew that Denzil could not see how she was 
twisting and wringing her hands. With that safety* 
valve she could keep her voice steady and her face 
quiet. 

" Oh, that is not so very long, Denzil I " she said. 

"Not so very long!" Denzil repeated blankly. 
" Margery / It seems to me half a lifetime — to be away 
from you ! " 

" But surely it is worth it— if your father makes 
such a point of it, and that means so much to yon ? " 

" Don't yon care ? " said Denzil, staring at her with 
pathetic eyes and deep reproach in his voice. 

" Care ? Oh, Denzil I " said poor Margery ; and 
suddenly forgot to be brave and burst out sobbing. 

Denzi was by her side in a moment kneeling on 
the floor, with his aims round her. 

" Don't, darling, don't I I'm sorry — I didn't mean 

it 1 " he cried incoherently. " Oh, don't cry like 
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that, Margery 1 I can't bear it I We can't go on with 
this. I'll write back at once and tell my father that 
we are married, and if he is going to be angry, he must 
be." 

But Margery pulled herself quickly together at that. 
She had disliked the idea of secrecy heartily enough 
at first ; but, having once given in to it, she had no 
intention of being faint-hearted with regard to any 
of the disagreeables involved 

" No, Denzil, you must not do that," she said firmly. 
" It would be too foolish, when we have gone as far 
as this without being found out. No — you must 
go, and do the very best you can, and wait to tell your 
father until you come back ; and then I hope he will 
be so pleased with what jmu have done that he will 
fo^ve you for marrying me.' 

" I can't and won't go away from you I " said 
Denzil, with the obstinacy that is bom of irresolution. 

" You must, dear," said Margery, very geotly. 

The discussion that followed was a very trying and 
miserable affair. It was so difficult to convince Denzil, 
or keep him to one point of view for five consecutive 
minutes. When Margery, by dint of untiring persua- 
siveness, had made him see and own that the only 
possible wise course was for him to go, he broke her 
heart by turning suddenly upon her and asking if she 
really wanted to be rid of him. " But I know you 
don't, dear I " he would add, brought to quick penitence 
by the sight of her distress ; and then would vow 
that nothing in the world should take him from her — 
his futote, and tho question of finance, and every- 
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thing else might go 1 But when Haigeiy, at that, 
tearfully and soirowfully asked him what he meant 
to do instead, be only looked at her with mournful 
eyes and had nothing to suggest. And so at last, with 
infinite patience and endless repetition, Maigeiy 
brought him to own that she was light — or, rather, 
not to attempt any further assertion that she was 
wrong. Even then her hard-won victory was almost 
lost because her heart failed her as she looked at 
him, so big and handsome, so very dear to her, so 
exceedingly unhappy. It took no small amount of 
courage in Uargery then to prevent herself from crying 
out that she could not bear to let him go, and that 
nothing mattered if they could only keep together. 

" But — ^if I do go — what is to become of you ? " 
he asked suddenly. 

" Why, I can stay here, of course, while yon are 
away," said Margery, with a bravery that she was 
very far from feeling. All through their discussion 
she had said " When you go," where he had said " // 
I go." 

But Denzil was up in ,anns at once against this 
proposition, declaring that it was impossible. The 
farm was too lonely, the village too dull. She certainly 
could not stay there for three months with no com- 
panionship but that of the excellent Mrs. Strong. 

Margery humoured him as she would have humoured 
a child. Indeed, she herself was none too much in 
love with the prospect. The place, at every tarn, 
would be full of memories of their happy time togethe^i 
and that would add painfully to her lonelin^%. 
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" I daresay I could get a temporary post of some 
sort for just the time you are away," she said — rather 
half-heartedly, for it would be hard to go bade to the 
house of bondage after six bUssful weeks of liberty. 

But then Denzil was indeed indignant. The idea 
of his wife — •kis wife — going out as a governess I He 
stormed at the suggestion so angrily that Uargery 
was obhged to laugh in the midst of her sadness. 

" You shall never do another stroke of work or earn 
another penny as long as you Uve I " he declared 
fiercely. 

" But what am I to do ? " asked Uargery. 

" I don't know I " Denzil knitted his brows and 
walked about the tiny room — two strides one way and 
a stride and a half the other. Then, turning suddenly 
upon her, he began to wheedle. " You see, there is 
no way out of it, darling. I must give up going, and 
stay at home to take care of you ! " 

" Oh, Denzil, please don't begin all over again, 
when we have just made up our minds 1 " cried 
Uargery in alarm and dismay. She could not bear 
a repetition of the last painful hour ; she could not even 
be certain that her own resolution would hold out 
if it were subjected to another trial. 

" Well, I can't leave you here alone — or let you go 
out as a governess 1 " Denzil declared obstinately. 

Uargery went and stood by the window, looking 
oiit into the rain and thinking hard. She passed slowly 
in review the friends she had made at the orphanage ; 
bat most of them were, as she had been, earning their 
own living — and it has to be a very intimate friend 
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on whom one can quarter oneself for three months 
at a time. 

" Before I went to Mis. Croome," she said slowly 
at last, " I had the chance of going to my cousin, Mrs. 
Jannaway, to teach her httle girl. Would yon mind 
that?" 

" What sort of a cousin is she ? " asked Denzil 
gradgingly. 

" It is really her hushand who is my cousin — the 
only relation 1 have," Margery explained. " I was 
half engaged to Mrs. Croome when she wrote to ask 
me, or most lilcely I should have gone to her." 

" I'm glad you didn't — or how should we ever have 
met 7 " said Denzil, flying from the distasteful subject 
at a tangent. But Mat^ry, not to be diverted, went 
on earnestly : 

" I don't know her at all. But I remember her 
husband a httle at my father's funeral, and be was 
very kind. Th^ live quite in the country. I thought 
perhaps you would not mind my teaching httle Phj^lis, 
as she is a relation." 

Denal turned the matter over in his mind with 
obvious reluctance. He did not want to agree to any- 
thing; but there was no very outstanding objectfon 
to this plan. 

" I daresay, of course, that they found someone 
else long ago to teach her, and would not want me 
now," said Margery. 

Denzil brightened immediately. " Well, let's leave 

it at that 1 " he cried. " You write to her and see 

if she wants you still — it's quite likely, as yon say, 
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that 3h« won't. And in that case I can't possibly 
go ; so that will settle the question 1 Oh, yoa aien't 
gomg to write at once, surely ? " 

" Yes," said Margery briefly, already beginning to 
write ; but she had hardly put down the address and 
date before she stopped as quickly. 

" Deozil — how am I to write to her ? In what name, 
I mean ? " 

DenzU whistled softly. " I never thought ot that 1 " 
he said. 

" I don't like to sign myself ' Vane,' " said Margery, 
looking up at him with her candid eyes. " She would 
think it so extraordinary afterwards when I had to 
tell her that it was not my real married name. And 
yet it would hardly be safe to tell her, I suppose — even 
as a secret " 

" Oh, that would never do I " said Denzil hastily. 
" Once let anyone get wind of it, and I'm morally 
convinced that it will get round to my father I Why 
should you tell her that you are married at all ? " 

" Denzil 1 " 

" Well, why should you ? " Denzil pursued earnestly. 
" It's for such a httle time — and it's impossible for 
her to find out in any way I I really do think it would 
be the best plan, Margery ; it would save no end of 
bother. Then, when I come back, I'll come and claim 
you. and it will be a tremendous jolre I " 

" I^houldn't Uke it," said Margery unhappily. 
" It seems so deceitful " 

" Well, we've been pretty deceitful all through, if 
it comes to that," said Denzil easily. 
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Denzil went straight to the window, and stood there 
with his back to her. 

" Well 7 " he said breathlesaly, a moment after she 
had torn open the envelope with shaking hands. 

" She— she wants me to go," said Margery in a dnll 
voice; and never knew, till that instant, how earnestly 
she had been hoping that the reply would be in the 
negative. 

" Read it to me," said Denzil, sitting down, and 
shading his face with his hand from the dim hght that 
came in at the little window. 

" It's — a very kind letter," said Uargery ; and read 
it aloud in a pitiful voice that shook. 

" A bit gushing," was Denzil's brief comment, 
ending suddenly, as if he had more to say but did not 
find it easy to say it. 

" Some people are like that," said Mai^ery ; and she 
read the letter through for the third time to herself, 
lingering, with a little wonder, on " Dearest Margery " 
at the beginning, and " Your loving cousin, Dora 
Jannaway," at the end. 

" It's a very kind letter ! " she said again, with a 
forlorn bravery ; and then, looking across at Denzil, 
saw that his head was down on the Uttle round table 
aiul bis broad shoulders shaking. And at that dreadful 
sight all her conrage melted. 

" Oh, Denzil ! oh, Denzil I " she said, with a piteous 
Uttle cry. 

Denzil sprang up, and caught her in a rough, tight 
clasp that hurt, and yet was consoling. " It's no 
use — I can't go away and leave you, Margery t " he 
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said thickly ; and, boy-like, tried to bide even from ber 
that bis face was wet. 

" Oh, Denzil, it's dreadful I Bat you must go," 
sobbed Margery, clinging to him ; and they cried to- 
gether like a couple of children. After all, they had 
only forty years between them. 
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CHAPTER X 

THE JANNAWAYS 

EG pardon, miss ! For Mr. Janoaway's ? " 



" Yes," said Margery. 

" This way, please, miss, then. The carriage is just 
outside." 

Margery followed wearily out of the small, ill-lit 
country station, and climbed into a smart high dog- 
cart, and sat waiting, quite passive, for the arrival 
of her luggage. She had parted hours ago from Deozil 
— a hurried, miserable parting, with Liverpool Street 
roaring round them — and since then the world had been 
more or less of a blank to her. She bad seen nothing 
of the Sat East Country landscape upon which her 
eyes were fixed ; she had eaten nothing, and spoken 
no word to anyone. It seemed as if years had passed 
since they had taken theii farewell of Mrs. Strong, in 
the very early morning, and started upon their long 
journeys : longer for Denzil than for Margery, since he 
bad been summoned in haste to Mentone by news of 
the very serious illness of his brother. So Mai^ery 
was robbed of the last few dear days upon which she 
bad hungrily counted, and, now that the dreadful 
parting was fairly over, could almost find it in her 
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heart to be glad, for the strain of the past week had 
been very hard to bear. If every man must eat his 
peck of dirt before he dies, so surely must every woman 
drink her cup of tears ; and Margery felt as if she had 
drunk most of hers at a draught — which was, of course, 
foolish and narrow-minded, since there must be many 
worse trials in life than separation from a husband — 
even so new and dear a husband — for three inter- 
minable months. 

She had not a word to say to the man who drove her, 
or any idea as to the length or shortness of the drive, 
or any impression of the country through which she 
passed ; which, to be sure, was not too easy to see 
in the fading light of the April evening. Only at last 
she realized dimly that her journey was over, the dog- 
cart standing still, and someone running out from an 
open front door to greet her. 

" Oh, Margery, dear, you must be simply worn out 1 " 
the very softest voice in the world was exclaiming. 
Two soft, plump hands clasped Margery's cold fingers. 
A very small pnsoo stood enthusiastically on tiptoe 
to kiss her, French fashion, on both cheeks. 

" Come in quickly / " cooed the soft voice ; and one 
of the soft hands, passed through Margery's unresisting 
arm, pulled her urgently in. 

The dazzle of lamphght and firelight was almost 
blinding after the pale dusk outside. Margery suffered 
herself to be led in and installed in a chair that was 
deep and cosy, beside a cheerful fire that was agreeable 
enough, for it was a chilly evenii^. How gladly she 
would have shut her tyes and never opened them again 
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that night t Bot that would never do ; she must not 
give rise to any suspicion that anything ailed her 
except weariness. With a great effort she pulled her- 
seli upright, and opened her tired eyes. 

" Now don't talk ! " the soft voice insisted. " You 
look a perfect wreck' — so white, and such great saucers 
round your eyes ! Oh, Haigery, how tall you are t 
You make me feel a perfect dwarf." 

Margery forced a very faint smile to her lips. 

" See, yoa shall have your tea there — we don't 
have late dinner when we are by ourselves, and, of 
course, we shall not treat you as a stranger ! I had it 
all ready, thinking you would be cold and tired. I 
wish I could have met you ; bat I make a point of 
never being out when Phyllis goes to bed. And 
Herbert was so very sorry that he could not go to the 
station, either. He had an important meeting, which 
he could not miss." 

" You are very kind. Cousin Dora," said Margery ; 
and, revived a Uttle by the hot tea, looked across at 
her unknown hostess with eyes more ahve to take 
in impressions — the impressions of a very tiny, trim 
figure, flitting round the table, and a very pretty face 
bending over the teapot. She was vaguely surprised to 
find Mrs. Jannaway so youi^ — not so much older 
than herself, it would seem ; and yet that was im- 
possible in the mother of a daughter old enough to 
need a governess. 

"Mow, do you fed rested enough to come to the 
table and have something to eat ? " said Mrs. Janna- 
way ; and Margery rose^ towering over her little hostess. 
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The room seemed large, after the little Devonshire 
feum— a very pretty, old-fasbioned room, with brown 
beams across the ceiling. The table was daintily laid, 
with abundance of good country provender, for which 
Mrs. Jannaway saw fit to apologize gaily. 

" You have not been used to this sort of humble 
food at the Croomes' ! " she said, helping Uai^ry to 
perfectly cooked e^& and bacon, and pouring thick 
cream into her cup. 

" Indeed, do ! nothing half so good ! " said Mai^ry 
sincerely ; and found, to her surprise, that she was 
actually smiling in quite a natural way. True, her 
heart was achir^ so for Denzil that she dared not think 
of him ; but now that her intense weariness and 
hunger were lessened, the world was by no means so 
black a place as it had seemed some half-hour before. 
It was possible to look about her with interest, to talk, 
and to consider her hostess afresh. Seen at close 
quarters, Mrs. Jamtaway did not appear so fabulously 
young, after all — somewhere in the later thirties, 
perhaps ; but she was undeniably a very pretty woman, 
in a tiny, plump, doll-like way, with big blue eyes and 
waving fair hair. 

" There's Herbert I " she cried suddenly, and jiunped 
up and ran out into the hall as if she had been married 
a couple of weeks instead of a dozen years. When 
she came back hanging on his arm, it gave Margery 
such a sharp pai^ that she had to drop her eyes 
for a moment to hide the distress in them. If 
only there were any chance of her husband's coming in 
presently I 
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" This is Herbert ! " said Mrs. Jaimaway artlessly; 
and Margery, looking up at lut, was impressed by the 
fact that this was a man with a very sad face. Other- 
wise her unknown cousin was not remarkable in any 
way ; of average good looks, average height, average 
colouring. He greeted her kindly, and then relapsed 
into a silence that seemed natural to him, while his wife 
chattered to him, and extracted brief answers to her 
many questions. She had a hundred trivialities to 
tell him of her own doings and Margery's arrival ; 
fif^ inquiries as to how the meeting had gone and who 
was there : especially — ^with a side-glance at Maigeiy, 
to see how she took it — if the Duke was there. But 
the matter fell rather flat, for Mr. Jannaway rephed 
merely that he was not ; and Margery was so absorbed 
in wonder at the ceaseless flow of prattle, that she 
took little heed of the awe-in^iring word. 

" I suppose you met any number of great people 
at the Croomes' ? " said Mrs. Jannaway, turning on 
her suddenly. 

But Mai^ery's reply was again very disappointing, 
and her hostess was scandalized to hear bow Uttle 
she had been expected to leave the schoohm>m. 

" I call it a shame ! " she cri«i virtuously, " You 
ought to have been treated exactly as one of the family 
•~I should have insisted on it, if I had made the arrange- 
meats for you I I can't imagine how people can bring 
themselves to behave so to anyone. But I suppose, 
at least, you heard of plenty of interesting people — 
for the Croomes are enormously wealthy, I've alwayii 
understood ! " 
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But Mattery, racking her brains, could only produce 
one law-lord and one baronet's widow for the delecta- 
tion of Mrs. Jannaway, who was obviously very much 
disappointed. 

" I thought you would be sure to have any amount 
of interesting things to tell me ! " she said. " Here^ 
you see, quite in the country as we are, we have to 
take just what society there is, bad and good together, 
I suppose you have never been in the country before, 
though, since you were a child ? " 

" Only lately, for a short time," said Margery, with 
a sudden lump in her throat. Her voice faltered so 
suddenly, in fact, and she turned so white, that Mr. 
Jannaway, glancing up at her, was moved to say briefly 
to his wife : " She's absolutely worn out. Don't keep 
her up any longer ! " 

" Would you like to go to bed| Mai^ry ? " asked 
Mrs. Jannaway. 

" Please ! " faltered Margery ; and had no voice left 
for more. 

Mrs. Jannaway, candle in hand, preceded her up- 
stairs, and still she chattered in her soft, cooing 

" You musi come and see Phyllis ! " she said, break- 
ing ofi suddenly ; and opening a door softly, she led the 
way in. 

Margery's only wish was to be alone and cry her heart 
out, but she could not say so. She could only follow 
dumbly to where Mrs. Jamiawaywas bending over a 
little bed. 

" Isa't she sweet I " she sud. 
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Ua^eiy, stooping to look, gave an exclamation undei 
hei breath. For the candle-light, shaded by Mrs. 
Jannaway's band, fell softened on the most lovely 
childish face that she had ever seen. The rounded 
arms were tossed up carelessly on the pillow, half 
hidden in a cloud of golden curls. The delicate small 
features, the soft oval of the little face, were quite 
perfect; the dark eyebrows and eyelashes gave 
character and diann. 

" How beautiful 1 " whispered Margery. " What 
colour are her eyes ? " 

" Brown," said Mrs. Jannaway ; and, curiously, 
Margery felt that she had asked exactly the wrong 
question, and was ^ad to follow her cousin out of the 
room. 

" Your room is a little high up, I'm afraid," said 
Mrs. Jannaway, flitting on again in front ; " but it 
has such a lovely view — I was sure you would appre- 
ciate that, after London ! I was in two minds whether 
to give you this room or one near ours, but the view 
decided me 1 " 

" It was kind of you to think of that," said Kbigery, 
following wearily. 

The room certainly was high up, at the very top of 
the rambling, old-fashioned house. It was also very 
like an attic, and very small. But it was fresh and 
sweet, and gay with muslin draperies and ribbons, in 
the old country manner ; and Margeiy was only too 
thankful to be left alone in it after Mrs. Jannaway bad 
kissed her, and chattered, and fluttered about here and 
there, and finally kissed her a^ain before she departed, 
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llargety waited until the clack of the little high-heeled 
shoes oil the stairs had died away ; then she made 
haste to lock her door that she might pull out her 
wedding-ring, hung round her neck on a littb gplA 
chain, and kiss it, with floods of tears and a thousand 
tender thoughts of Denzil. It was only that very 
morning — or was it a year ago ? — that he had taken 
off the ring, and fastened it round her neck with a 
ridiculous gold padlock, and hung the absurd little key 
on his watch-chain ; and Margery had reproached him 
for extravagance in buying the trinket, and there had 
been tears, and kisses, and a glowing word-picture, 
painted of course by Denzil, of the glorious day when 
be should come to claim his wife, the months of proba- 
tion over, and nothing but happiness before them. It 
seemed to poor Margery half a lifetime away, as she 
sobbed herself to sleep, holding her ring. 

The April sun was streaming in through her pretty 
thin curtains when she woke, and she rose and dressed 
as fast as an aching head would let her, remembering 
dimly Mrs. Jannaway's remarks over-night about early 
hours in the country. She was just not late for break- 
fast, and Mrs. Jannaway shook a plump forefinger at 
her in playful reproach as she appeared. 

" Don't forget what early folks we are here, Mar- 
gery 1 " she said. " However, for this once I'll forgive 
you. I daresay you are still tired after your joumey. 
Jane, breakfast this morning is a minute and a half 
late. Don't let it occur again ! " 

She was not so young in the bright morning sun- 
shine as she had seemed over-night in the shaded glow 
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of the lamp ; the faint lines on her forehead and round 
her mouth had not shown at all then. But she was 
trim and dainty and pretty, with plump hands always 
busy, and tmght eyes that nothing escaped. The break- 
feist was a model of a country breakfast, with cream, 
eggs, honey, flowers; and Mrs. Jannaway chat- 
tered softly of her fowls, her cows, her gardeo, and the 
pleasure it would be to have Margery's help and com- 
panionship. " For Phyllis' lessons are a very small 
business at present," she said ; " and I'm afraid yoa 
will find her sadly backward." 

"Has Margery seen her?" asked Mr. Jannaway 
suddenly. 

" Yes, I saw her asleep last night. I think 
she is perfectly lovely I " said Mai^eiy ; and thought 
again what a very sad and anxious face her cousin had, 
and what brown, pathetic eyes, like those of a collie 
dog. It was veiy pleasant to her to be made one of 
the family like this at once ; how difierent from Can- 
ning Place! Margeiys sad heart warmed at her 
cousins' kindness. Since she must be separated from 
Denzil, it seemed as if she could have no happier tem- 
porary home than this. " If only they knew how 
fortunate they are ! " she thought to herself, looking 
from one to the other with large grave eyes. She 
tried to fancy DenzQ and herself in some such peaceful 
country home as this ; but the idea brought such a 
lump into her throat and such a wave of lonely longing, 
that she had to banish it as fast as she could. 

" Does Phyllis not come down to breakfast ? " she 
asked. 
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" Tm afraid Phyllis is spoilt 1 " said Mrs. Janna* 
way, with her pretty smile. " She is a wonderful 
person for sleep," 

As she spoke, the child came in, and stood for a 
moment in the doorway — a slender, graceful Uttle 
figure, in a loose white woollen frock ; then she drifted 
in, in a curious languid fashion, and kissed first her 
mother and then her father without a word. 

"Go and say 'How do you do?' to ji^ur Cousin 
Margery," said Mrs. Jannaway. 

" How do you do, Cousin Margery ? " said Phyllis, 
moving obediently to her side ; and Margery, turning 
to kiss her, ajid meeting the exquisite velvety brown 
eyes, received a shock which left her stunned and 
silent. For there was no soul at all behind the 
beautiful eyes. 

" Come and eat your breakfast, Phyllis. You are 
late, you know," said Mrs. Jannaway, breaking the 
painful tension with her soft, cooing voice ; but Margery, 
glancing at the father, saw a look on his face that made 
her sick with pity. As if the thing had been put into 
words, she saw how he liad hoped against hope that 
she might not notice the child's difference from other 
children. 

Phyllis had shpped silently into the seat by her 
mother and was eating like a starved thing, paying 
no attention to anything except the food on her plate. 
It seemed incredible that such a slim, willowy creature 
should have such an appetite. Slice after shce of 
bread vanished almost as soon as it was cut ; the 
last of the eggs was eaten ; the hon^ in the pot sank 
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low. Mis. Jatmaway, her deft fingers sapptying the 
child's wants almost before they were felt, talked on in 
her pleasant, soft voice about a host of little nothings. 
Mr. Jannaway said never a word. 

" I am glad it is such a fine day, Margery, for you 
have everything to see. Are you anything of a 
gardener ? I am very proud of my garden. Then 
Herbert will want you to go round the farmyard with 
him, and Phyllis must show you her rabbits " 

" More honey, please," said Phyllis in her curious, 
lifeless voice. 

"The honey is all gone," said Mrs, Jannaway, in- 
vestigating. " Another pot to-morrow, Phyllis I " 

" I want more now I " said Phyllis, and began to ciy 
— a pitiful, unearthly wail, like that of a tiny baby. 
Margery saw Mr. Jannaway's face quiver suddenly. 

" Everyone else has finished, and you are keeping 
your father and Cousin Mattery," said Mrs. Jannaway. 
" Herbert, won't you take Margery out now, Mrtiile 
you have a few minutes to spare ? Phyllis and I 
will come directly," 

" Come along, Margery I " said Mr. Jannaway ; 
and he rose hastily from the table as if thankful to get 
away. 

He took her into the farmyard, talking hurriedly 
of everything in the world except Phyllis ; and Margery, 
seconding his efforts, inspected pigs and sleek cows 
and fascinating greenish goslings with immense enthu- 
siasm. It was a very httle while before Mrs. Jaimaway 
joined them, bringing a perfectly placid Phyllis, who 
was made to exhibit her rabbits, and, under her 
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mother's skilful handling, did so in a way not so very 
difierent from that of an ordinaiy child. Then she 
was sent to pick a bunch of primroses for Margery, 
being skilfully diverted from the hyacinths towards 
which she drifted at first ; and Mrs. Jannaway, like 
her husband, talked of everything else in the world. 
Margery heard, in fact, apparently everything about 
the whole working machinery of the house in that 
brief walk : about the neighbourhood and the neigh- 
bours : about the post-times and the arrival of the 
newspaper. 

" Are you a great politician, Margery ? " asked Mrs. 
Jannaway, noting with her bright eyes that the girl 
took more than a perfunctory interest in this last piece 
of information. And Margery blushed extremely. 
For she took no more interest in politics than the 
average girl of eighteen, and the only thing that she 
really wanted to know about was the sailing of Denzil's 
boat — the boat that would take him even farther from 
her than he now was. Just at present, post-times were 
a matter of indifference to her ; for his hurried rush 
across France would leave him only an insignificant 
number of hours in Mentone, and all she could hope 
for was a letter from Southampton before he sailed. 

Before the day was over, she felt as if she had known 
her cousins all her life. Indeed, no one could spend 
many hours in the same house with Mrs. Jannaway 
without being drawn into the vortex of her immense 
energy. In spite of her soft voice and caressing 
manner, no slave-driver ever worked her dependents 
harder, or was more pitiless as to the quality of the 
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work. Her household appointments were perfect, 
her daily a dream of cool spotlessness, her great store- 
cupboard, with its wealth of home-made dainties, a 
thing to rouse the wildest jealousy in the heart of a 
town housekeeper. Mrs. Jannaway expected hei 
servants to be down by half-past five, and saw to it 
that they obeyed. She was down herself by six, and 
had done the week's work of an idle woman before 
breakfast. She never seemed to feel the need of a 
moment's rest in all her busy day ; even when she sat 
down, her hands and tongue were ceaselessly occupied. 
Her two servants fled before her like leaves before a 
storm>wind, served her well with frightened eyes, and 
referred to her with bated breath as " she." And yet 
Margery had been days in the house before she ever 
heard that soft voice raised ; and then it was, oddly 
enough, against Phyllis, the privileged being who 
alone was allowed to idle without rebuke. Such a 
trifling offence, too : only a babyish pencil-scrawl 
over some of the visiting-cards which lay neatly dis- 
posed on a shining brass tray in the hall. But un- 
luckily, though naturally, the defaced ones were those 
which lay on the top, and especially one which bore 
a title ; and a title was as the breath of life to Mrs. 
Jannaway. Margery, happening to pass through the 
hall, was astonished to hear the soft voice upUfted 
and see the pretty doll-face ruf&ed. PhyUis was 
shrinking and wailing. 

"The naughty child 1 Just look at Lady Denise 
Ormathwaite's card ! " cried Mrs. Jannaway, holding 
it up wrathfuUy for Margery to see. 
i68 
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" Sorry I" sobbed Phyllis. 

" It's no use being sorry afterwards 1 " said Mrs. 
Jannaway, with extreme sharpness and very poor logic. 

Margery was a little bewildered. The crime seemed 
so smalL 

" Is Lady Denise a great friend of yottrs ? " she 
asked. 

" That's just it ! " exclaimed Mis. Jannaway. " If 
it were anyone in these parts, I should mind /or less ! 
But she was only stayii^ in the neighbourhood— oh, it 
must be a couple of years ago now ! — and she came 
to ask for the personal character of a servant. So 
you see I shall never be likely to have a card of hers 
again ! " 

It sounded absurd — or would have done so if 
Margery had not already observed this particular 
weakness in her cou^a. Mrs. Jannaway could with- 
stand nothing in the shape of a title. She read her 
Peerage with as much reverence as her Bible, and 
much oftener; and she had the Court Circular at her 
fingers' ends, after the extraordinary fashion of some 
people who have not the faintest connection there- 
with. She leaned instinctively towards greatness as 
a flower turns to the light ; and, in order to hft herself 
a httle nearer those exalted spheres, she always spoke 
of her dog-cart as " the carri^e," and of the high tea 
(to outsiders who did not see it) as " dinner," while 
her manner in mentioning "the servants" suggested 
a round dozen instead of two. She had covered her- 
self with glory once at a seaside boarding-house 
by casually letting fall some mention of her husband's 
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luite hataei, and omitting to state that all bat one 
were of the cart variety ; and had lectored an im- 
pressible fat widow on the best way of cleaning one's 
own jewellery — " It is so foolish to trust anything 
really valuable out of one's own hands " — lefening 
to " my diamonds " with an air that ^ectually ignored 
the fact that they were all contained in one ring. 

Of Mr. Jannaway Margery saw very little ; but 
that little gave her the impresdon of a very reserved 
man, not clever, a little overpowered and alarmed 
by the soft energy of his wife. He farmed his own 
land with what appeared to be a conspicuous want 
of success, and Ma^ery fancied that only Mrs. Janna- 
way's extreme good management kept things gtnng 
in comfort. She herself, in two days' time, had quite 
fallen into her allotted place, with her regular hours 
and duties and plenty of them. But with that she 
had no quarrel — it prevented her from thinking too 
much of the three months' separation from Denzil. 
As for her teaching of PhyUis, it proved to be only 
a farce, and a sad and tryii^ farce at that. They 
spent two serious hours together every morning, and 
Ma^ery faithfully expended all her patience and all 
her ingenuity on a task that was very like pouring 
water through a sieve. Up to a certain paint Phyllis 
could learn. She could repeat word for word in the 
most surprising fashion anything that Margery told 
her : raising again and again hopes which were all 
too certainly destroj'ed the next day, when the whole 
subject had vanished from her brain, leaving no im- 
pression of any sort behind. She had a certain fadhty 
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with her fingers, and could write the most beaatiful 
copies ia clear copper-plate ; but they mjght have been 
Greek for all that they represented to her. She knew 
her alphabet and a few words of three letters ; but 
arithmetic, m its very simplest form, was a sealed book 
to her, and she had an odd horror of it. Quite patient 
and docile over everything else, she would begin to 
fret and cry in her dreadful unnatural wail the 
moment that Margery attempted the subject. She 
could not, or would not, distinguish one hgure from 
another. Nothing could induce her so much as to 
add one and one together. If Margery gently per- 
sisted, she grew angry, and shrieked out in an un- 
intelligible gabble that was as sad as it was disagree- 
able. Her only real intelligence, in fact, was shown 
over music. She would listen untiringly, with lovefy, 
rapt, angelic face, to Margery's playing ; and though 
she could not leam the notes for herself, she could pick 
out almost anything by ear and play it quite correctly. 
She had a sweet singing voice, too, and learned with 
pleasure and quickness one or two simple little songs. 
The first time that Mr. Jannaway heard one of these, 
his incredulous dehght amply repaid Margery for all 
her trouble in other subjects. 

" She is reaUy getting on, isn't she ? " be exclaimed 
with an eager look at Margery. " I knew she w6uld 
when she once made a start ! " 

" She has learnt this very well indeed, and so quickly, 
too," said Margery. 

" And what about other things ? How does the 
reading go on, Phyllis ? " 
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" Very well, thank you," muimured Phyllis, with 
vacant eyes. Uargety was thankful to be spared an 
answer. 

" And the sums ? What's twice seven, Phjd ? " 

But at the abhorred word the lovely, expressionless 
face changed to a blind anger, and Phyllis broke into 
the ^irill, unpleasant gabble that Margery had leamt 
to dread. The light and hope dropped out of Mr. 
Jannaway's face as if he had been struck. He rose 
abruptly and turned to leave the room ; then came 
back again suddenly and stood at Margery's elbow. 

"Be good to her — the poor little lassl" fae said, in 
a hoarse and broken voice. 

" I will I I will ! " died Ma^ery, with tears of pity 
in her eyes. 

Mrs. Jannaway made no such appeal for the child 
whom she indulged and thought for and shielded in 
every possible way. She took rather the line of ignoring 
that there was anything abnormal about Phyllis ; 
and, by dint of great tact and quickness, she did indeed 
succeed in making the child, while with her, appear 
almost like other children. Only once, and then in a 
side way, did she betray herself. 

She and Margery, walking together through the 
village, passed a pleasant-faced young woman dandling 
a baby at her door: an agreeable, plump, and cheer- 
ful baby, old enough to take a sudden iixespon^ble 
fancy to Mai^ery as she passed and stretch out fat 
aims to her, with coos and gurgles of delight Margery 
stopped, and took the little thing in the awkward, 
firm grip of one who has no experience of balnea 
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and cannot afiord to take liberties with them ; and 
the mother, channed, hastened to tell her that this 
was the youngest of eleven, and that she had buried 
five. 

" Oh, poor thing 1 " said Mai^ry, with girlish pity, 
as they went on again. 

" Why ? " said Mrs. Jannaway. Her soft voic« was 
a little hoarse. " Much better so. Better still if she 
had never had any at all ! " 

" Cousin Dora ! " Margery looked at her, scandalised. 
The pretty doll face had changed to show an unexpected 
hardness of contour, as the hand of iron, when clenched, 
wiD betray itself through its velvet glove. Margery 
suddenly remembered how she had found the young 
housemaid crying bitterly over a broken cup that 
morning and refusing all comfort, because — with a 
look of something very like tenor — " the mistress 
will be so awful angry ! " 

" You girls don't know what it means," said Mrs. 
Jannaway. " Nothing but trouble, worry and anxiety 
from the time they are bom — and if you knew what 
childbirth means, you would never marry at all ! " 

Margery flushed scarlet. The unexpected coarse- 
ness of the phrase hit her Uke a blow : struck pain- 
fully at certain dim, vague, sweet fancies, hardly 
acknowledged to herself, of some far-ofi and lovely 
future. She wondered what Mrs. Jannaway would say 
if she could see what hung on the Utile chain round her 
neck. 



.ribjGoogle 



CHAPTER XI 

THE SECBET THAT WAS NOT KEPT 

*' XTO letters P " said Mr. Jannaway, comiog in 

1^ hot and weary from a vigorous superin- 
tendence of sheep-sheaiing. 

" Only one for Ma^ry. It was on the hall table — 
oh, Ae must have come in and fetched it 1 " said Mrs. 
Jannaway, her quick glance sweeping the hall and 
everything in it. 

" I don't see how she could have come in from the 
fowls without passing me," objected Mr. Jannaway, 
who was apt to be insistent about trifles. 

" Phyllis, you haven't touched a letter of Cousin 
Margery's ? " said Mrs. Jannaway suddenly. 

Phyllis shook her head. She was sitting in one of 
the deep old-fashioned window-seats, making a most 
charming picture, with the sun streaming in behind 
her and a handful of cowshps in the lap of her white 
frock. 

" You are sure ? " Mrs. Jannaway persisted ; and at 
the touch of sharpness in the tone PhyUis locked 
frightened and began to cry. 

" Of course ^e hasn't 1 Why should ^ ? " said 
Mr. Jannaway hastily. 
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" Wdl, if Margery hasn't been in it must have 
been moved," said Mrs. Jannaway. " I must ask 
her when she comes. Oh, there is the paper at 
last!" 

It was always her conceded right to open it and 
skim the cream of the news, Mr. Jannaway being quite 
content to wait his turn until the evening's leisure. 

" Anything interesting ? " he asked, prepanng to go 
out again. 

" No. Lots of stupid Parliamentary stufi," Mrs. 
Jannaway turned the pages rapidly, flitting from one 
column to another. "Oh, a dreadful wreck!" she 
cried suddenly. " One of the big hners — only a couple 
of days out — and everyone lost What a horrible 
thing ! " 

" Yes, that's bad," said Mr. Jannaway reflectively, 
with the perfunctory interest of a person who has 
not much imagination, and is not himself concerned ; 
and he went out again to his sheep. 

Margery, coming in a minute or two later, found her 
cousin still absorbed. 

" Such a dreadful thing, Margery ! " she cried, 
with the gusto of the flrst imparter of bad news. " A 
wreck — and every single person lost ! " 

" A wreck ! " Margery grasped the back of a chair 
suddenly. There was only one ship for her in all the 
Seven Seas. 

Mrs. Jannaway was entirely taken up with her own 

peculiar point of view. She had lighted on a title 

in the list of passengers, and she was actually in th« 

proud position of having some slight acquaintance, not, 
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indeed, with the Lord SteUacombe in question, bat with 
no less a peison than his sister. AH the other odd 
hundreds at people on board the ill-fated vessel had 
faded at once into insignificance. But Hargeiy could 
summon up no interest in any nobleman, however 
unfortunate. 

" What is the name of the boat ? " she asked pain- 
fully. 

" The Campaspe — one of the Sellers Line — gtnng to 
the West Indies." 

The hall and everything in it faded suddenly before 
Margery's eyes in a sort of shimmering mist. She con- 
tinued to stand upright, however, with a rigid hand 
on the back of the chair, and Mis. Jannaway was 
far too absorbed to notice anything amiss. 

" I think he has only just come into his title — surely 
I saw something about it the other day and spoke 
about it to you, Margery f " 

Maigery heard her own voice, to her surprise, 
answering quite intelligibly : " I don't remember." 

" Such a long list ! " said Mrs. Jannaway ; and went 
on reading with zest. 

It was all that Maigery could do not to snatch the 
paper from her hand. She could not bear to beheve 
that Denzil was among the lU-fated number ; she 
must see his name with her own eyes before she could 
think it. But, even stronger than her agony of anxiety, 
there was the sense that she must keep her secret — 
his secret — at any cost. The minutes seemed an 
eternity, while Mrs. Jannaway read snatches aloud at 
random. 
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" Well, we are wasting too much time ! " she said at 
last, starting briskly up. " Come, Margery, I have 
only been waiting for you to go over the linen- 
cupboard." 

" May I sit down for five minutes first ? " pleaded 
poor Margery. " I have been out ever since breakfast. 
I — I am tired." 

Mrs. Jannaway, though a slave-driver, was not in- 
considerate. " Very well — you do look quite pale 
with the heat," she said. " I'll just start with the 
lower shaves while I wait for you." 

She flitted out of the hall, and Margery put out a 
shaking hand for the paper. She knew what she was 
going to see. There could be no mistake ; the name 
of the Campaspe had grown as familiar to her as her 
own, since the date of DenzU's departure had been 
fixed. Her eyes dilated as they found the fatal column, 
and ran hastily down the names arranged in alpha- 
betical order. " Harris— Holmes — Hulbert " 

With a whiter face than ever, Margery began at 
the top of the list and read all down its sad length. 
She was sure that the names were all in alphabetical 
order and that she had missed none ; but there was no 
Holjrer among them. She dropped her face into her 
hands with a gasp, and sat quite still. The shock, and 
the sudden relief following so closely on it, were horribly 
unnerving ; she felt almost too stunned to realize that 
there was still left a perplexity which she had no means 
of solving. For in the one hurried note she had had 
from Denzil, scrawled at night in the Paris-Lyoa 
e^>re39, he had spoken most confidently of the 
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Campaspe and of the date of his departure ; and what 
could have interfered — what merciful, providential 
interference — to alter his plans at the very last 
moment ? 

" Margery t Margery t I am waiting ! " cried Mrs. 
Jannaway. And Maigery went upstairs to spend a 
long hour folding and unfolding linen, looking for thin 
places, sorting, tidj'ing, putting away again. Finally, 
with a pile, as heavy as she could well cany, on her aim 
for mending, she escaped to her own room. Her 
head was a Uttle clearer by this time. She was 
beginning to realize the extraordinary and very dis- 
agreeable position in which she stood. She ha4 not 
the faintest idea where her husband might be, and 
no means whatever of finding out. He had never 
mentioned where his father was staying in Uentone ; 
and, even if he had, it would have been quite useless, 
seeing how jealously the secret of their marriage must 
be guarded. Thinking hard, Margery could onty 
imagine that be must have been detained there in some 
way, and had lost all chance of sailing in the Campaspe. 
But then, why had he not written to tell her so ? He 
would have reached Mentone a week ago. She had 
been with him in imagination all the time of his brief 
stay there, all through his journey back ; had noted the 
sailing of the Campaspe in the paper, and had hoped 
for the promised letter from Southampton ; for, if that 
did not come, it would mean weeks of waiting till she 
could hear from Jamaica. If Denzil were still at 
Mentone, she ought to have heard from him days 
before. 
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Margeiy's fingers flew over her fine darning to keep 
pace with her thoughts. The suspense seemed un- 
bearable; any certain knowledge would be easier. 
At one moment she told herself, with a gasp of relief, 
that all must be well, since Denzil's name was not in 
the passenger-list of the ill-fated vessel ; and then 
would come the maddening thought of a thousand 
other dangers which might have befallen him by sea 
and land since she had parted from him. For if he 
were safe at Mentone all this time — she kept recurring 
again and again to that thought — he surely would have 
written to her days ago to explain any change of plans. 
She read and re-read the one letter she bad — it had 
never left her, night or day, since its arrival — and found 
there no trace of light. There were so many possi- 
biUties, and no certainty anywhere. It was even 
possible — a thought which checked Margeiy's fingers, 
and sent the blood to her face in a flood — ^that Denzil 
might have summoned up courage, face to face with 
his father, to confess their marriage, and might have 
been forgiven, and he even now on his way back to tell 
her so. It was exactly the sort of boyish triumph 
which would most commend itself to him, to burst in 
upon her suddenly, without any previous warning. 
Margery sjwang up, and began walking feverishly about 
her httle room ; and then checked herself, set her lips, 
and sat down to her work again. It was not likely 
— it was, indeed, the least likely possibility of all ; 
for she knew Denzil's nature well by six weeks' experi- 
ence, and his father's well enough by all she had been 
told. She must not let heiself dwell on any such 
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j^orions visioD. She could at least be thankful that 
Denzil had not gone down in the Campaspe. Content- 
ing herself with that, she must school heiself to wait 
patiently for a fnrther ezjdanation. 

An excellent resolution ; and Ha^ery was stroDg- 
natored, and well schooled in the school of patience. 
But it was hard to keep any sort of restraint on her 
face and voice when post-time came, while, for a day 
or two, there was just the feunt possibility of a delayed 
letter from Southampton. She was {^ad — or told her* 
self that ^le was glad — when none came, so that she 
might dismiss the lost Campaspe from her mind. Bnt 
yet, as days came and went withoat a word of any 
sort, the mystery thickened to soch an extent that 
she saw no ^eam of light anywhere. She found herself 
starting — and hoping that it had not been noticeable 
— at any sudden ring or footstep ; for still the slight 
hope larked in her mind, try as she might to banish it, 
that Denzil mi^t solve the problem in person. Bnt 
he neither came nor wrote ; and the days slipped by 
and turned into weeks. 

The strain was terrible. Snch a burden of anxiety 
and distress would have been hard enough to bear 
at any time, even if she had had the relief of being 
able to discuss it with her cousins ; bat, added to the 
necessary secrecy, and her terror of Mrs. Jannaway's 
all-seeiog eyes, it rapidly became almost beyond her 
strength. She was gradually coming to the conclusion 
that Denzil must be ill — so seriously ill that he could 
not write ; and the thought was maddening, when 
she did not even so much as know where he was. For 
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UvazQ, so tender-hearted and sympathetic, would 
certainly never have left her in this suspense if he could 
in any way have avoided it. Small wonder that she 
grew daily whiter and thinner, with a drawn look 
about her face. She could not sleep ; or, when she 
could, she was haunted by such dreams as made her 
glad to wake again. Her appetite vanished, and meals 
became an ordeal hard to face. 

" Margery, you are not looking well," said Kirs. 
Jannaway at last. " You are eating absolutely 
nothing. What is the matter ? " 

" I don't think I am quite well," said Margery lamely, 
clutching at her secret with despairing hands. It 
had never been her habit to complain ; but she would 
confess to any amount of physical discomfort now, 
if only she could distract Mrs. Jannaway from the idea 
that her suffering was mental. It was true enough, 
too, that she was not feeling by any means well, 

" I alwa^ do the household doctoring. We haven't 
had Dr. Giles for years ! " said Mrs. Jannaway with 
brisk triumph. " Tell me just how you feel, and I'll 
give 3^u something to put you right in no time I " 

If only that were possible t thought Mai^ery 
sadly. But she was only too thankful to find that 
her cousin seemed to be quite without suspicion of 
the sort of thing that really was the matter ; and, 
to lead her as far from the truth as possible, she re- 
counted all she felt with as much detail as she could 
muster. Really, when told at length Uke this, she 
actually did appear to be quite definitely unwell. 
Mrs. Jannaway pulled her up very unexpectedly. 
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" Haigeiy t " she said. " I don't think yoa can 
quite realize what yon are saying 1 " 

Her tone w so odd that Uargeiy stopped short, 
and looked at her in astonishment with large, veaiy 
eyes. Her expression was as odd as her tone. 
*' I don't understand," said Haigeiy blankly. 
" Nor do 1 1 " said Mrs. Jannaway, very sharply 
indeed. " If you were married, Margery, I should 
think I understood extremely well I " 

If she were mauled I Margery, not understanding 
in the least, blushed a deep, guilty scarlet. 

" Margery I " cried Mrs. Jannaway ; and no italics 

will express the volume of meaning in that one word. 

Margery sat up very straight, and the colour faded 

from her face as suddenly as it had come. She looked 

at Mrs. Jannaway steadily. 

" Please tell me exactly what you mean. Cousin 
Dora," she said. 

" Well — since you want me to put it in plain words," 
cried Mrs. Jannaway crodely, " if any young married 
woman came to me and said what you have said, I 
should tell her that it meant a baby 1 " 

Margery gave a little cry, and put her hand up to 
her throat as if she suddenly could not breathe. 

" You don't mean to say that it is true ? " said Mrs. 
Jannaway. Her voice had dropped to a sharp whisper. 
" I — never thought of it," said Margery, looking 
strught in front of her with wide, dilated eyes. 

" You never thought of it I " Mrs. Jannaway rose 
in a whirlwind of virtuous wrath, as five feet of woman- 
hood usually can rise on occasion. And, indeed, from 
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her point oi view, Uargery's answer was not calculated 
to appease. " You never thought of it I" 

The storm broke upon Margery's defenceless head in 
full force, so suddenly that at first it did not touch 
her ; for she was far away in a dim, bewildered world 
of innocence and ignorance, where this new knowledge 
had dawned with a blinding effect. But, coming slowly 
hack to reahty, the full sense of what Mrs. Jannaway 
was saying came upon her, and made her cry out 
sharply. 

" Oh, Cousin Dora, don't I Yon don't understand 
— I am married 1 " 

" Married 1 " 

The words died away on Mrs. Jaimaway's angry lips- 
She stared at Margery with round, hard, incredulous 
blue eyes. 

" Months ago — in London." 

" And why was I not told, pray ? " 

" Oh, I know I ought to have told you when I came 
here," said Margery earnestly. " Indeed, I am sorry. 
But it had to be a secret at first, and we thought it best 
to tell no one." 

" Why ? " cried Mrs. Jannaway. 

" Please don't ask me. Cousin Dora," said Margery, 
more earnestly than ever. " Indeed, I will tell you 
everything as soon as I may. Please beheve that there 
is nothing wrong about it 1 " 

" And you actually had the insolence to come here 
under a name that was not yours any more ? " 

Margery hung her head. She could not deny that. 
" What »s your name, pray 1 '' 
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" Oh, CoDsin Dora, please don't ask me any qaestioDS I 
it b aH a secret — ^we can't help it at present." 

" I don't like secrets," said Mis. Jannaway, veiy 
unpleasantly indeed. " Where is your husband ? " 

" I — don't know," said Margery faintly. 

" Yoo don't know I " said Mis. Jannaway, in a slow 
vuce which struck Margeiy cold. Bat she held up 
her bead bravely. 

" We were married on the thirteenth of Febmary, 
when I left Mrs. Croome. We went down to Devon- 
shire for our honeymoon. My husband was called 
away suddenly, and did not like to leave me alone ; 
so we settled that, if you could have me, I had better 
stay with you till be came home again." 

"He is abroad, then?" said Mis. Jannaway 
acutely. 

" I can't tell you any more 1 Oh, Cousin Dora, I 
am sorry I " said Margery. " I shall be only too 
glad when I can — it must sound so foolish, I'm 
afraid " 

" It hadn't struck me as exactly — foolish," said Mrs. 
Jannaway; and there was an un^deasant pause. 

"Come, Margery 1 This is nonsense, you know I" 
said Mrs. Jannaway. " You must admit that it is 
rather a surprise to hear all this, and I should like to 
know a little more before I am satisEed. I suppose 
you don't mind, for instance — just for the satisfaction 
of the thing — ^letting me see your marriage certificate ? " 

" I — haven't got it," said Margery very low ; yet 
g^, too, that she could say so truthfully, since Denzil's 
name must not be known, 
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" You haven't got it ? " 

" I gave it to my husband when we came out of 
church — I had no pocket " 

The pause that followed was more unpleasant than 
the one before it. Mrs. Jannaway's lips were set in a 
thin line. Her eyes were harder than ever. 

" Don't you think that all this is rather childish ? " 
she said. " I suppose you know that it is possible to 
get a copy ? You do know, of course, what church 
you were married in ? " 

" Yes," said Margery. 

" Come, that is something, at least I Well, will 
you write for a copy ? " 

"I cun'H" said Margery desperately. "Haven't 
I told jrou that I don't want you to know what my 
married name is ? Cousin Dora, you can't suppose 
that I am not really married ? Here is my weddSng- 
lingl" 

She pulled out the Uttle gold chain and held out the 
ring on the palm of her hand — reluctantly, for it seemed 
almost sacrilege to show what Denzil had hung there 
on that sad last morning of parting. To her innocent 
heart it seemed that this proof must once and for all 
settle all difficulties. She was dismayed to find that 
Mrs. Jannaway did not see it at all in this light. 

'* Anyone can have a wedding-ring — that proves 
nothing I " she said, with a slighting, perfunctory 
glance. " No, Margery, I must have soraetbing better 
than that 1 I tell you frankly that I don't Uke all this 
secrecy, unless yon can make me understand some 
good reason for it." 
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" My hnsband did not want bis father to Imow joat 
at fint, because be was dependent on him," said 
Margery, choosiiig her words slowly and carefully. 
There could be no barm in telling so moch. Bat, un- 
fortunately. Mis. Jannaway appeared to think that 
there was not much good in it, either. 

" Well — I don't suppose I know your husband's 
father 1 " she said. " So what would be the harm of 
telling me 7" 

" We did not want to run any risk of its getting 
round to turn " 

" In other words, yon wouldn't trust me 1 " said Mrs. 
Jannaway, in open annoyance. " Really, I'm very 
much obliged to yon, Margery 1 Pray, how did you 
manage down in Devonshire ? " 

" We did not go in my husband's own name," said 
Margery, very low indeed. "I did not think that it 
mattered much down there, where no one was ever 
likely to see us again. But I did not like to c»me to 
you under a false name." 

" Really, I should not have expected you to be so 
scrupulous 1 " said Mrs. Jannaway. 

Mai^ery winced. 

" You seem to have considered that the whole world 
was standing round intent on your afiairs. Is your 
husband's father anyone of such tremendous import- 
ance as all that ? What is he ? " 

" I don't know," faltered Hai^ery. 

" You don't know I Where does he live ? " 

" I — am not sure." 

Margery's voice was getting lower and lower, and 
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ber eyes were Irightened. She began to see for herself 
how exceedingly lame the story sounded. 

Mrs. Jannawajr's next questions came sharp and 
sudden, like pistol-shots. 

" How long had you known this man ? '\ 

Margery's head went up, 

" I had known my husband for only a short time before 
we were married." 

" In that short time you met him — how often ? " 

" Seven times." 

" Seven times I You don't mean me to imderstand 
that your wedding-day was only the eighth time you 
bad spoken to him ? " 

" Yes." 

Mrs. Jannaway gasped. For a moment it seenud as 
if her breath were too much taken away for her to 
say any more. 

" Was Mrs. Croome aware of what was going on ? " 
she asked at last very sharply. 

"No." In the midst of her trouble, Margery could 
almost have smiled at the incongruousness of the 
idea. 

" Then where did you meet yovir — ^husband ? Who 
introduced him to you ? " 

" We met through an accident. No one introduced 

In her anger at Mrs. Jannaway's very offensive tone, 
Margery replied with the briefest and most hteral 
version of the truth, never stopping to think how 
damning it sounded. 

" I am to understand, then," said Mis. Jannaway 
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drily, " that you married a man of whom yon knew 
practically oothing, after the very shortest acquaintance 
with him. No one knew of it at the time ; and the 
whole thing is to be kept secret until some indefinite 
date in the future, when it is convenient for him that 
it shall be known." 

Haigery said nothing. There did not seem any- 
thing to say. 

" Now, is it likely," said Mrs. Jaonaway, fiaring out 
into sudden anger, " that I should believe an absurd 
stoiy like that without proof of any sort ? " 

" Whether you believe it or not, it is the truth 1 " 
said Margery. Her eyes were blazing in her white 
face. Mrs. Jannaway, meeting them, was startled 
into silence for a moment ; and her next words were 
more conciliatory. 

" Come, Margery, I don't want to be hard on you. 
Tell me all about it, and I will do the best I can for 
you ; but you must see that this is too absurd t " 

" I don't tell lies," said Margery. " What I have 
told you is the truth, as far as it goes ; and I cannot 
tell you a word more until my husband conies to fetch 
me, and says that there is no need to keep our marriage 
a secret any longer." 

" Until/" said Mrs. Jannaway, with a sharp, un- 
pleasant laugh. " It seems to me that I may wait long 
enough in that case 1 Besides — as you have found 
out — this kind of secret is apt to tell itself." 

Margery sat down suddenly, shaking all over, feeling 

utterly helpless, all alone, frightened. If only Dmzil 

might appear at that moment I How he would take 
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ber part and annihilate Mrs. Jannaway I Or, if it 
seemed better to him, how easily he would put the 
whole matter to rights in his channing, persuasive 
fashion, telling no more than she had done, but telling 
it in such an irresistible way that it would give perfect 
satisfaction. Often as she had longed for him since 
their parting, Margery had never wanted him so 
intensely as now. 

Mrs. Jannaway had been waiting. But at this point 
her patience came to an end. 

" Well — am I to understand that you really refuse 
to say anything more ? " she cried. 

" I can't ! Oh, I wish I could I " cried poor Margery, 
with all her heart. The secret, which had begun so 
lightly, was indeed a heavy burden now. It seemed 
to her that, once lid of it, nothing would ever be 
able to tempt her again from the absolutely plain 
path. 

" In that case," said Mrs. Jannaway coldly, " may I 
ask what yon mean to do ? " 

"To do?" Margery looked up in bewilderment. 
" But I told you — I have only to wait till my husband 
comes home ^ain." 

" Quite so. Perhaps I ought to have asked, where 
do you intend to wait for him ? " 

Margery went on looking at her, trying with a 
weary brain to understand, and then suddenly saw 
the truth. 

" You mean that you want me to go away ? " 

" Well — it is hardly likely that I should want to 
keep you under these circumstances, is it ? " 
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" I->-I suppose not," said Margery, with a little 
gasp. 

" Even sapposing that yon were — oh, I beg your 
pardon I I mean, supposing that your maniage was 
not a secret," said His. Jannaway, with an unveiled 
sneer in the careful correction, " it would be rather 
much, you know, to expect me to keep you here for— 
the next few months. Wouldn't it ? " 

" The next few months ? But my husband will be 
coming home soon — he was only to be away for three 
mmths altogether," cried Margery; and stopped, 
bewildered, realizing with a sudden «>ld shiver that now 
she bad no means at all of reckoning the time of 
Densil's return, 

Mrs. Jannaway said nothing. Her face looked no 
longer either pretty or doU-like. The hard line of cheek 
and jaw, the cold steely light in the blue eyes, had 
changed her suddenly into a middle-aged woman. 

" But of course, Cousin Dora, I should not think 
of stayiag another day if you wish me to go 1 " said 
Margery ; and rose with a certain forlorn pride. Her 
white, drawn young face and troubled eyes were 
pitiable enough. Even Mrs. Jannaway melted a 
Uttle. 

" That is nonsense 1 " she said. " Of course you 
will stay for a few da^ longer — ^till we can arrange 
something. Think how odd it would look if you went 
away at a minute's notice, for no apparent reason ! 
You don't want, above all things, to make people 
suspect what is really the matter, you know. I'll see 
what Herbert says — — " 
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" You won't tell him ?" said Margery, scarlet in a 
moment. 

" Naturally I shall tell him. Harried women don't 
keep secrets from their husbands," said Mrs. Jannaway, 
in a tone that turned the harmless little sentence into a 
bitter jibe. " I can talk it over with him this afternoon. 
He is over at Linderwood, and won't, fortunately, be 
in to lunch. I am going to drive over to fetch him, 
so that will be an excellent opportunity." 

Margery turned away towards the door, walking 
blindly. 

" You had better not come down to lunch. I will 
send something up to you," said Mrs. Jannaway; and 
Margery knew, as well as if the thing had been put 
into plain words, that she was not considered fit to sit 
down to table with Phyllis. 

The afternoon was fine and wann— such an after- 
noon as comes sometimes, even in an English May. 
Mrs. Jannaway, driving her husband home along 
shady lanes — she drove better than he did, and had 
long ago seen to it that he understood that fact — 
enjoyed herself very much. She had no especial interest 
in Margery ; she was a woman of very limited imagina- 
tion ; and other people's troubles are very easy to 
bear, and most interesting to relate. The story, 
naturally told from her point of view, lost nothing in 
the telling ; and Mr. Jatmaway was shocked and 
astonished beyond words. 

" Now — the thing is, what is to be done with her ? " 

said Mrs, Jannaway briskly, giving her cob a smart 
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little flick; for be had sliown a disposition to walk, 
and she allowed no <hirlring from her animals, any 
niore than from her human dependents. 

" To be done ? " Blr. Jamiaway stared at her a 
little blankly. 

" It won't be easy to find just the right place to 
send her to," said Mrs. Jannaway, in her business-like, 
capable way. " Don't look at me in that ridiculous 
fashion, Herbert ( Yon don't suppose that I mean to 
keep her with us — as things are ? " 

" Yoa don't mean to turn the poor child oat ? " 

" Poor child, indeed 1 She's quite old enough to 
know better than this I " cried Mrs. Jannaway. " And 
eertmniy I don't intend to keep her. Just think how 
people would talk, and what the servants would say I 
Besdes, there is Phyllis to think of. She is quite old 
enough now to notice things." 

" But suppose the poor girl really is married, after 
all, and her husband comes to fetch her, and finds that 
we have turned her out ? " said Mr. Jannaway in a very 
troubled voice. 

" Now, Herbert, is it likely ? You don't mean to 
say that you believe in her perfectly absurd story P 
I don't want to be hard on her," said Mrs. Jannaway 
virtuously. " It's even possible that she herself may 
really think she is married — but, of course, she is 
nothing of the sort, and the man will never be heard of 
again ! He seems to have managed cleverly enough 
about getting rid of her and planting her on us. As 
for ' turning her out ' — it's a bad habit of jrours to 
get hold of a sUly phrase and keep on repeating it. I 
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shall Toaks inguiiies, quite quietly, till I hear of some 
nice, suitable place, and then let her go there ; and 
in the meantime, of course, she will go on staying with 
OS. / don't want to make a scandal." 

Mr. Jannaway made what, for him, was a detennined 
stand. " I don't like it, Dora ! After all, we are 
the only relations she has." 

" Well, then you must talk it over with her your- 
self, and see if she will tell yon any more than she 
has told me ! " cried Mrs. Jannaway, rufEled. 

" Good heavens, no ! Don't bring me into tiie 
matter at all ! " cried Mr. Jannaway in horror. 

" Very well, then 1 " said Mrs. Jannaway. " If I am 
to manage it, it must he in the way I think best. I 
shall go up and tell her what we have decided as 
soon as we get in — she is sure to be still in her room." 

In pursuance of which intention she went straight 
upstairs with detennined feet the moment the; arrived ; 
for, to do her justice, she permitted no more shirking 
to herself than to other people. And presumably her 
plan might have been carried out with complete success, 
but for the inconvenient fact that Margery was not 
in her room at all ; nor, as it subsequently proved, in 
the house. 

" Where is Miss Lennard ? " cried Mrs. Jannaway, 
impatiently summoning the housemaid ; and beard^ 
with a disquieted face, that Margery had only waited till 
she was out of sight, before sending for a d(^-cart 
from the village inn, and had departed forthwith. 

" She would be just in time for the afternoon London 
express," said Mr. Jannaway, 
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" Wdl, yoo most telegraph to have ha stopped I " 
died Mrs. Jaaoaway. " Go at once ! tba« is no time 
to waste ! " 

Mr. Janoaway looked at his watch, and shook his 
head as be looked. 

" Too late, Dora. The train is due in at six o'clock. 
I coold not possibly get a telegram through beftse 
that!" 

" What is to be done f " cried Mrs. Jannavray, for 
once perturbed and taken aback. 

" Nothing," said Mr. Jannaway ; and then made 
perhaps the boldest speech of his married life. " You 
made a great mistake in being so hard on her, Dora 1 " 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW 

"'W'OU might have knocked me down with a 
1 feather, Mrs. Vane, my dear," said Mis. 
Strong, standing remarkably square and immovable 
on her feet, " when Mairacoot's cart stopped at th« 
gate — and me only just out of bed — and you step out 
of it and goes down in the doorway as if you was a 
corp ! Which you looked very like it, too, I will say. 
Nor you ain't anything much to boast of now." 

Margery turned her weary head on her pillow as 
if the efiort were almost too much for her. It seemed 
a year since she left the Jannaways : a year filled 
with dreadful rushing train-journeys all across England, 
with dreaiy waiting at a little country station in the 
dim early dawn of a May morning, with a jolting four 
miles in the providential cart that happened to pass 
at an abnormally early hour. The actual manner of 
her arrival was a blank to her. She had a vague 
remembrance of the day brightening round h^, and 
the countryside becoming familiar. She was dimly 
conscious that Mis. Strong had been astonished, kind, 
and motherly ; that she had somehow been made to 
drink something very hot ; that she had been helped 
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to nndnss, and that bed had been beyond words 
welcome. She was only jnst awake now, and the after- 
noon son was already far down the sky. 

" I most get op," she said vaguely ; bat it was too 
much trouUe to move. 

" Don't you go for to think of any such thing I " 
said Hrs. Strong firmly. " You lie still and get rested 
through, ma'am. Not but what I'll be pleased to 
hear what brings you back all of a sudden like." 
She cocked a kindly bright eye inquisitivdy at 
Uargery. 

The girl had dosed her eyes, and would have been 
more than g^ad not to have opened them again all 
day ; but at this she looked up and met Mrs. Strong's 
glance squarely. Better set the good woman's curiosity 
at rest once for all, than leave her to wonder over the 
matter till it assomed enormous proportions. 

" I have been staying with a cousin of mine," 
she said. " We had a — a quarrel, and I did not wish 
to stay any longer. It was quite at the other side 
of England, and I was travelling all the time from 
the early afternoon." 

" Well, to be sure ! What a shame t " cried Mrs. 
Stror^, a ready partisan. 

" Ko, it was not her fault. There was a misunder- 
standing," said Margery; and closed her eyes, falling 
asleep again before Mrs. Strong could put any more 
questions. 

It seemed a dreary business, when she came back 

the next morning to the waldng world again. Life 

at the farm without Denzil was very like Hamlet 
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without the Prince of Denmark, or a world without 
sunshine, or bread made without salt : which last 
no one, having once tasted it, will ever forget. She 
felt the loss of him at every turn. Everything about 
the little fann, inside and out, recalled some memory 
of him ; when she went further, landmarks of former 
walks met her wherever she tamed her steps, or, 
worse still, children, with whom he had made friends 
in his gay way, came up to ask for " the gentleman." 
The summer sun, gaining strength day by day, poured 
down in scorching floods on the village ; and Margery 
had never liked hot weather. The storm and stress of 
her last day with the Jannaways, followed by the 
long, exhausting ioumey, seemed to have taken all 
the strength out of her, and given her a shock from 
which she could not recover. Walking brought back 
too many memories, and wearied her beyond expres- 
sion ; staying indoors meant sitting with her hands 
before her, thinking, wonderii^, fretting. There was 
nothing for her to do at all, except the hard task of 
passive waiting ; and many days shpped by, and there 
came no news. She had had the wit, in the midst of 
her tempestuous departure from the Jannaways, to 
stop iis she passed through the post-town and arrange 
for her letters to be sent on direct to her. It was all 
she could do. Now she must just sit and wait for the 
letter that never came. 

For she had no occupation at all, no books to read 
worthy of the name ; no letters to write ; no work of 
any sort. Mrs. Strong's piano was worse than use- 
less, for its decrepit condition made it a trial to any 
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mnsical ear ; ajid, moFeover, the first time that Hargeiy 
Ustlessly touched the keys, they brought back so vividly 
the remembrance of Denzil's light-hearted strumming, 
that she shut and locked it in a passion of tears and 
opened it no more. She had never been a girl who 
cried ; but now the smallest thing brought the tears, 
irtiich annoyed and puzzled her beyond measure. 
She felt vaguely and miserably ill ; and she had never 
been ill in her life, and did not know bow to cope with 
such a condition. For the first time, too. she learned 
the meaning of insomnia, and lay awake night after 
night, staring into the darkness, wretched, frightened, 
unoMnprehending. Heals became a miserable farce, 
and were often left nearly untasted. Small wonder that 
her cheeks grew sunken, and her large eyes hollow and 
black-ringed. Mrs. Strong, seriously concerned and 
always kind, tried to tempt her with dreadful dishes 
of would-be elaborate food, from which Margery could 
only turn away with loathing. She hid the fact with 
some success by the help of an ever-hungry yard- 
dog, and for awhile Mis. Strong rejoiced over her 
improved appetite, and wonderingly lamented that it 
made her look no better. But one day, looking from 
the dairy window, she caught Margery in the full 
flagrancy of her deceit ; and at that she set down her 
milk-pan with decision, and only waited for the cul- 
prit's return indoors before she went firmly in search 
of her. 

Margery was sitting languidly by the window of her 

little sitting-room, her head on her hand. The remains 

of her dinner were on the table, cunningly arranged to 
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look as if she herself, and not the dog, had disposed 
of the onion-reeking stew and sodden pancakes. Mrs. 
Strong, ^ancing carefully at it, shut the door behind 
her and entered upon her subject with decision. 

" And when do you expect your good gentleman 
back, ma'am ? " she inquired, so abruptly and inconse- 
quently that it was small marvel if Margery started. 

" I don't quite know yet, Mrs. Strong," she faltered, 
the blood rushing to her face. " I — haven't heard." 
Which fact, of course, was equally well known to 
both. It was an increasing trial to Margery that 
Mrs. Strong must think it so extraordinary for her to 
have no letters. She must wonder. She m^ht even 
— so imjust are those who do not understand — think 
that Denzil was to blame. 

" And what do you think he will say to your looks 
when he does come ? " Mrs. Strong took Margery 
sternly by the arm and made her go and look in the 
glass over the nwntelpiece. It was a blurred and 
spotty glass, but sufficiently faithful to shadow forth a 
very dismal likeness of the girl who had laughed at 
it, with Deozil laughing over her shoulder, four months 
before. 

" It von't do, Mrs. Vane, my dear ! " said Mrs. 
Strong forcibly. " You must remember that you've 
someone else to think of now, as well as yourself." 

The square face was shrewd as well as kindly. 
Margery, turning to look at her, coloured even more 
hotly than before. 

" I — didn't know that you knew," she said, in a voice 
that was hardly more than a whisper. 
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" And me a mottwr meself 1 " said Mrs. Strong with 
superb disdain. 

The teais, that nowadays she did not know how to 
keep back, began to run down Margery's thin face. 
A moment afterwards she found herself crying com- 
fortably on Mrs. Strong's motherly shoulder, and bang 
petted like a baby. 

" There, there, my poor dear I You have your czy 
oat, just for once, and then don't cry any more 1 
Surely you're glad ? " 

" But I feel so ill I " sobbed Mai^^ery forlornly. 

" Well, what else did you expect ? " said Mrs, Strong, 
with much commonsense. 

But more than half the trouble was that Margery 
had no idea what to expect ; and Mrs. Strong, dis- 
covering this with astonishment, set about enlightening 
her in a homely, sensible fashion which was most con- 
soling. For there is do terror like the terror of 
ignorance ; and Margery, lying awake through one 
wretched night after another, had fancied and wondered 
and shivered with fright, knowing nothing and fear- 
ing everything. Mrs. Strong, indeed, stood appalled 
at her absolute ignorance, and qwke with strong indig- 
nation of the people who could send a girl out into the 
world without any knowledge at all of the facts of life. 

" They always said that it was not — nice — to talk 
dbout that sort of thing," said Margery, embarrassed. 

" Nice ! " said Mrs, Strong scathingly. " It's not 

a question of what's nice. It's a question of what's 

reai. Crammed you up with book-learning, they did, 

I've no doubt ; and much use that is to you at a time 
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like this ! What would have happened, I'd like to 
know, if you hadn't me to go to now ? " 

" I don't know," said Margery sincerely; and drank 
in all the information poured out to her, intent and 
serious. The pseudo-proprieties of the orphanage had 
no existence for Mrs. Strong. She spoke out straight, 
with a plain simplicity that, having no false sbame^ 
caused none : with a plain reverence, too, for life and 
the Giver of life, that removed Margery to an infinite 
distance from the sweet silliness of her girlish fancies. 
When she had finished, the girl's eyes were wet, but it 
was with happy tears ; any sadness in them came only 
from her intense longing for DenzU. 

" Thank you, Mrs. Strong. I shall not forget," she 
said very softly; and went straight up to her room 
and to her knees. 

She had been a coward : but she would be a coward 
no longer. The worst of her trouble, she felt in her 
new exaltation, was over alre^y ; for now she had 
something to do, with a purpose in it, and she was no 
longer afraid. She must walk ; she must eat ; she must 
keep cheerful to the very utmost of her powers. It 
would surely be easy now to ignore any feelings of 
illness, since she knew that they were no dreadful 
portents of somethii^ vaguely and terribly wrong. 
She took a firm grip on life again with both hands, 
to Mrs. Strong's admiration ; and, having laid out a 
methodical daily path for herself, walked in it steadily 
and would not be turned aside. So much time and 
such a distance she must walk ; so much time she 
must rest afterwards. True, Mrs. Strong's coolrary 
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was physically beyond ber, in spite of heroic efforts; 
and she was now more than ever relnctutt to hurt the 
feelings of the kindly soul, who — so odd a thing is 
fanman nature — set no store at all by her truly 
admirable butter, bat had the highest oinnion of her- 
sdf as a chef. But even this difficulty Uargery stir- 
monnted in triumph, pleading the heat of the weather 
as a reason against hot food, and begging for milk and 
e^s instead of meat, and fmit instead of puddings. 
Acting upon a suggestion of Mrs. Strong's, she sent for 
patterns and materials, and began to manufacture 
sundry small garments with loving care, patting 
all her heart into them, and daintier stitching than 
she had ever lavished on needlework before, until 
Mrs. Stroi^ exclaimed with wondering admiration at 
the results. And, with every scrap of absurd tiny 
clothing that she put carefully away, Margery wondered 
if DenzU would be with her before the next was 
finished. But no letter came, ncv any sign at alL 

June ran its hot course, and gave place to a July 
that was like a furnace ; and still Margery, persevering, 
bore up under the heat, and took her daily vraUcs, 
and stitched away industriously in ber solitary even- 
ings. But the month that followed tried her sorely, 
for it brought with it torrents of rain and yet scarcely 
any lessening of the heat. It seemed to sap her strength 
at its very roots ; and, till she had time to sit and think 
about it, she had not realized how ^ from strong she 
now was. She could not sew all day ; it was impossible 
to keep up her two daily walks, for a very httle walking 
in the rain tired ber intolerably. It frightened her 
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to find how little she was able to do, and that every 
week made that little less ; and, indeed, there was small 
wonder that she moped and grew nervous, for her 
position was serious. Four months had passed since 
she and Denzil parted ; in all that time no word had 
come from him, except the hasty scrawl written in 
the train on his way to Mentone. Margery pondered 
over the mystery through weary days and sleepless 
nights, and could arrive at no solution whatever. She 
fought wildly against the behef that he was dead. 
Surely, surely in that case some nevra mnst have 
reached her ! He could not have been overtaken by 
such sadden, violent, fatal illness, that there had been 
no time to write to her, or at least send a message. 
If any accident had befallen him, there must surely 
have been some account of it in the paper, which she 
read every day from cover to cover : looking with an 
eager dread, which never met with any response, for 
some sort of mention of his name. 

She was not the only one who was anxious and 
uneasy, for Mrs. Strong was realizing more every 
day the responsibihty of her own position. She could 
see, of course, plainly enough that something was 
wrong, but to any probing questions Margery was 
impenetrable. She would not own in words that she 
had any anxiety or trouble at all, though her face told 
its own tale. She was utterly dumb as r^arded her 
own history or Denzil's, and Mrs. Strong's knowledge 
of them began and ended with their connection with 
her as lodgers. The good woman had no longer the 
heart to ask any question about Denzil's return. It 
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vas too pitiful to see Margery's face quivn uncon- 
trollably, to hear her shaking voice answer bravely, as 
if there were nothing unusual la a young husband's 
absence and silence for foor months. Once Hrs. Strong 
ventured some very small adverse comment on this 
absence : never again after she had met Margery's 
indignant, flashing eyes, and heard her imperious reply. 
But time passed on, and tbe situation grew more critical 

" You'll be expecting one of your own people — a 
sister, perhaps — ^to stay with you in December ? " she 
suggested once, when at her wits' end as to what she 
ought to do. 

Margery was sewing. She went on taking tiny 
stitches without a pause, and without looking up. 

" I have no sisteis — no near relatives at all," she 
said quietly. " No, there will be no one to come." 

Mis. Strong, bafiSed, had perforce to let the matter 
slide. But when the heat went and an autumnal 
crispness crept into the moorland air, and a glorious 
September was about to pass into October, her uneasi- 
ness was so great that she felt bound to make at least 
one more definite effort. 

" You won't forget, my dear, to pve me a list of 
those you want written to — ^when there's any news ? " 

The question shocked Margery to a sudden sense 
of the flight of time. In her quiet, monotonous life 
the days had grown to be unmaxked things, that came 
and went without leaving any impression at alL Her 
work fell from her hands. For the first time in her 
intercourse with Mrs. Strong there was fear iiL her 
v<Hce. 

204 

D,™),prii>,Google 



The Valley of the Shadow 

" Oh, my husband will be back long before — ^that ! " 
she said : but with so little conviction that Mrs. Strong 
was at last emboldened to press the matter. 

" We never know, my dear. These things happen 
sometimes sooner than you expect — specially with a 
first. I'd feel happier if I knew where to write." 

The terror, that Margery had so long kept per- 
sistently deep down in her heart, rose up and gripped 
her by the throat. She had to make three attempts 
before she could speak at all. 

" He will be back — I am sure he will be back I " she 
cried ; and her voice ran up to a high note and broke 
there. The suggestion of any other possibility was 
appalling. In all her trouble, it had never once occurred 
to her that Denzil might not return before his child was 
bom. Any day he would write, or come himself : 
whacas December seemed a dim, far-off time, only 
barely credible at all. 

"He tinll be backl" she repeated hoarsely; and, 
looking suddenly at Mrs. Strong, saw in her pitying 
face that she did not believe it. 

The little scrap of elaborate needlework had fallen 
on the ground. Margery stooped to pick it up, and 
smoothed it into precise and dainty folds with fingers 
that did not tremble. 

" I have been indoors all day," she said quite col- 
lectedly. " I am going out now." 

She fetched her hat and cloak, and took the road 

leading towards the Moor — where she had not had 

strength to go for many a day. But now, once out 

of Mrs. Strong's sight, she walked fast, like one 
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possessed. It seemed to her that she would die if she 
had to endure this dreadful lanehness and ignorance 
any longer. For the first time she was allowing hers^ 
to face the facts : she knew nothing of Denzil's where- 
abouts, and had do explanation of his absence, and 
no reason for knowing anything about his return. 

She found herself suddenly laughing out loud as she 
walked, and the shock frightened hei back to some 
mastery over herself. If she let her thoi^hts whirl 
in this mad, meaningless fashion, she would go oat of 
her mind. Her only hope, she felt instinctively, was 
to fix on one point and let the others go. 

Suppose Denal were dead. Suppose the list of pas- 
sengers on board the Campaspe had been incomplete, 
and his name had been one of those omitted ? In her 
agony of uncertainty and suspense, Margery fancied 
that she would be glad to know, without a shadow of 
doubt, that that was so ; certain knowledge, however 
dreadful, could not be so unbearable as this constant 
strain of hope deferred. At intervals in her restless, 
miserable nights, she had trembled with flight lest 
she should die when the baby was bom. But, if she 
knew certainly first that Denzil was dead too, she 
could wish for nothing better. 

As she walked up and up the moorland road, it began 
to seem suddenly to her bewildered mind that what 
she was thinking about was actually the case. If 
only she could see the complete list, Denzil's name 
would be there. It was there — she knew it for a fact. 
If only she could see a list 1 The feverish, unreasonable 
wish, having once seized her, immediately became 
206 

D,™),Pril>,GOOglC 



The Valley of the Shadow 

intolerable ; and at the same moment she found that 
the unnatural strength, which had bonie her op so fax, 
was deserting her as rapidly as it had come. She 
sank down by the side of the road on a bank of diy 
heather, and tears poured down her face — tears of 
hysteria, fear, and weakness, and intense desire to see 
that list of the Campaspe's victims. 

She had met no one in the whole of her lonely walk. 
She was too weaiy, and her eyes too blinded by tears, 
to notice now anyone who came. The sound of ap- 
{Hoaching wheels penetrated only dimly to her senses ; 
she hardly realized the fact that they had stopped 
beside her. 

" Can I give you a lift, Mrs. Vane ? " The speaker 
had perhaps been looking at her critically for a momeut 
before he said anything ; at any rate, he expressed 
no surprise at finding her there, or at her forlorn condi* 
tion. Margery, starting violently, looked up, and 
the thought that flashed whimsically into her mind was 
a recollection of Denzil's remark on the first Sunday 
of their honejmaoon. " The parson is an uncom- 
monly ugly chap, but he kioks quite a decent sort ! " 

" Oh, thank you, Mr, Kent ! " she said with un- 
feigned gratitude, and found herself trembling all 
over when she had risen to her feet. She could not 
possibly have walked the long distance back again. 

He explained that he had been visiting friends on 
the other side of the Moor, and that they had insisted 
on sending him home. " And I am ^ad of it now, for 
your sake," he said, with a quick, brief smile which 
lighted up his dark face ; and then, being a silent 
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man, said 'nothing else at alL For a few moments Uar- 
gery gave heiself up to appreciation of the unusual and 
welcome luxury of a carriage and pair. Then, as her 
weariness wore off a little, the mad fancy of the 
afternoon took possession of her again. She tnxned 
to him impetuously. 

" Will you please tell me — does a newspaper ever 
make a mistake ? " 

He looked back at her, astonished, for an instant 
half disposed to smile. But, meeting her eyes, he 
answered with perfect seriousness : " I am afraid so — 
sometimes." 
■ " If a ship is lost, and there is a list of the pas- 
sengers," Margery gasped, " might there be a — a 
mistake f — a name left out ? " 

" It is quite possible," he replied quietly, 
" Could one get another list — from anywhere ? " 
" From the shipping agents, certainly." 
" Oh 1 " said Margery in a baffled manner. 
After a moment's pause he added : " If you wish to 
see sneh a Ust, will you allow me to write for it ? " 

Margery hesitated, with a desperate loyalty in her 
weary mind; but it seemed to her that this need 
involve no betrayal of her secret. " Oh, thank you t " 
she said. " It would be very kind— I don't know 
where to write. But I don't like to trouUe you about 
it" 

He did not waste words in disd^ming the trouUe. 
He merely took out a very business-like httle note- 
book, and put down the line and the ship's name 
and the date. When Margery gave that date — so long 
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ago now — ^his pencil paused for a second : just long 
enongh to read, in one glance, something of what those 
months of waiting had written on the white young 
face beside him. But he only said : " I ought to have 
an answer the day after to-morrow ; I wiU let you have 
it at once." And as he finished speaking, the carriage 
drew up at the gate of the farm. 

The day after to-morrow! It seemed to Margery 
as if those few hours were longer than aU the months 
that had gone before. The whole tension of her waiting 
had concentrated itself now on this one point, and she 
was in no state, mentally or physically, to reason with 
herself. Something seemed to tell her that Denzil was 
dead. She knew that she would see his name in the 
list. In a dream that came to her in the second of 
those restless nights, she saw him rising out of the httle 
waves of a calm blue sea and holding out his arms to 
her, to draw her down with him to peace and quietness 
deep below the smiling surface ; and she woke sobbing 
and crying with a great longing. When she had once 
seen for herself the assurance that he was dead, she 
would ask nothing better than to let go her own hold 
on life, and slip quietly down, without regret, into the 
Valley of the Shadow. 

The postman came late to the little moorland village. 
Margery, sitting sewing at her window, watched him 
pass that morning with a tightening of her throat, 
and leaned forward to see if he would take the turn 
to the Vicarage — though, of course, that meant nothing. 
She put down her work, and began to walk feverishly 
about the little room, clasping and unclasping her 
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hands. How long must she wait ? How soon mi^t 
ibe hope that the Vicar would bring her the news — 
supposing that there was any ? 

Five minutes later she saw him coming towards the 
fann, swingiag along in his quick, purposeful fashion, 
as if his day were full and he could not afford to waste 
a moment. And Margery watched him with her heart 
in her eyes, as if be had been an angd from Heaven : 
supposing that angels ever appear— and such things 
have been known — in the guise of a square-shouldered, 
stem-faced parson in a rather dusty coat. 

" The Vicar would like to see you, ma'am." 

" Fo^ve me for intemipting you so early," said 
Mr. Kent, comii^ in and shaking hands in an absolutely 
commonplace manner. " The letter that I spoke to 
yon about came this morning, and 1 thought yon 
would be interested in seeing it at once. Mrs. Strong," 
catching the good woman as she was retiring, " if 
you can spare me five minutes, I want to ask you about 
the people who have just come to the Mill Cottage." 

Margery was alone agfun, with the letter in her hand. 
It had not even been opened. She had been quite 
justified in trusting Mr. Kent with the poor little 
shadow of her secret. 

For a minute or two she sat trembling, wondering 
if, after aU, the dreadful blank of certainty would not 
be worse than all the agonies of suspense. Then, 
nerving herself to the effort, she tore open the envelope. 
The covering letter slipped to the ground. The list 
was in her hand : the list that, night after night in the 
darkness, had been before her weary eyes as it had 
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appeared in the newspaper. She knew the look of it, 
the disposition of the names, so well. With wide eyes 
of pain and terror she looked down this second list, 
that was to contain the name omitted in the other — the 
only name in the world which meant anything to her. 

" Harris— Holmes— Hulbert." 

Like one in a dream, Margery read and re-read; and 
it was the same list, word for word, that had been in 
the paper, with no Holyer in it anywhere. 

For a minute or two — so strongly had she brought 
herself to believe in the reality of her own fancy — 
Margery could not tnist her eyes : could not believe 
that all her ideas had crumbled into dust, that the 
certainty for which she bad so craved was as far from 
her as ever. She snatched up the letter from the 
floor, as if that might be expected to throw any light 
on the matter ; but it contained only three bald lines 
of typewrittMi politeness. The painful truth came 
upon her like a stunning blow ; it seemed to crush the 
very hfe out of her. She had lost Denzil ; and she 
had no means of finding him. She could not hide the 
horrible position from herself for another moment. ' 

The papers fluttered unheeded to the ground. Mar- 
gery sat crouched down in her chair, her face in her 
hands. A nervous, uncontrollable trembling took 
possession of her, increasing until she could not hold 
herself still. She was not crying — her eyes felt dry 
and hot, as if she would never cry again ; but she had 
an unreasonable desire to scream aloud. In that 
moment of sheer horror she saw quite clearly, with 
tenifled eyes, how very slender is the barrier that 
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divides sanity from madness. Tlie walls of the Utde 
room and eveiything in it were fading away tioto 
her. She was up on the moois with Denzil, in the 
midst of one of their long walks. She could hear the 

tinlcltng of the sheep-hells quite close 

Something soft and insistent was nibbing against 
her hand. But all her senses were in such a whirl 
that it was a minute or two before she looked up : 
to meet two large greenish eyes, full of concern and 
perplexity, set in a furry tabby face. A white paw 
was stretched out to touch her tentatively. A soft, 
inquiring mew conveyed peiplexity, sympathy and 
distress as plainly as cat-voice could. 

The homely, uniomantic appeal brought Margery back 
to the world of reality as nothing human could have 
done. Before Mr. Kent or Mis. Strong, her over- 
wrought nerves must have betrayed her into a fit of 
uncontrollable crying and sobbing ; but hysteria seems 
undignified before the uncanny, serene inquisitiveness 
of a cat. Maigery put out her band, therefore, and 
said " Poor pussy ! " in a shaking, unnatural voice, 
and was oddly comforted when the furry head was 
rubbed hard against her cold fingeis. The visitor 
made a sudden jump to her knee, and stood trampling 
there with a pleased purring. Maj^ery snatched him 
suddenly up in her aims and held him close. In the 
cold, grey world that seemed all that was left to her, 
something warm and living was a curious comfort. 

"I think he followed me," said Mr. Kent's voice 
outside, speaking to Mrs. Strong, and Margery saw 
for the first time that her door was standing ajar. 
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" I'll just see if he is here. Oh, Mrs. Vane, Edward 
seems to have introdaced himself ! " 

" Is this Edward ? " said Margery, in a voice that 
was extraordinarily unlike her own. 

" Edward Kent — the finest cat in Devonshire ! " said 
Edward's master. " Not such a very remarkable cat 

to look at, perhaps " but he made the admission 

grudgingly — " but a wonderful mind ! " 

He patted Edward hard, as one pats a dog. 

" See — it's not every cat that would stand that ! " 
he cried with pride. He seemed barely to have 
glanced at Mattery; but perhaps, as he stooped to 
pat Edward, he caught sight of the papers that lay 
scattered on the floor as she had dropped them. His 
rather stem face softened wonderfully as he talked 
to the cat. For one moment Margery, looking at him, 
had a wild desire to tell him everything, and ask his 
opinion and advice. It would be such an tmtold 
relief to speak out, to share the intolerable burden 
of her secret, to hear another person's view of the 
mystery of Denzil's disappearance ; and this, she 
felt - instinctively, was a man whom she could trust 
implicitly, and whose verdict would be worth having. 

"Well, we must be going — come, Edward!" said 
Mr. Kent, raising himself suddenly. For an instant 
his deep-set eyes shot one direct look at Maigery. 

" Can I do anything else for you, Mrs. Vane ? " 

And Margery, looking straight back again, said 

quietly: "No, thank you," After all, her wavering 

had only been momentary. She could not be disloyal 

to Denial, whatever her loyalty might cost her. 
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Mr. Kent nodded good-t^ abruptly, and went out, 
with Edward trotting after him. Margery watched 
them from the window : and was glad that her secret 
was still her own. 

" And the fuss he do make of that cat, ma'am — ^well, 
there, it do beat everything ! " said Mis. Strong, coming 
in to dear away breakfast. " Not much of a talker, 
he ain't generally, the Vicar ; but he talk to that 
dumb beast for all the world as if he was a Chiistiaii I " 

" He is a handsome cat," said Margery rather faintly. 

" Not a badly marked cat," said Mrs. Strong in a 
disparaging voice. " But, if you come to handsome, 
ma'am, you ^ould see the cat up to Mrs, Yeo's I 
Blue she is, with fur inches loi^, and a tail like a 
brush." 

" 1 think I like the short-lmred ones the best They 
are so much cleverer," said Ma^ery ; and she bent to 
{nek up the scattered papers, 

" Now, let me do that for you, my dear, do 1 " said 
Mrs. Strong, stepping forward hastily, too late. 
" Dear, dear, ma'am, when will you think to save your- 
self all you can — and me in the very room, too ! " 

" You won't beheve that I am really very strong," 
said Margery ; and she smiled so bravely, and withal 
so pitifully, that the good woman for once found words 
fail her, and cleared the table and left the room in an 
unwonted ^lence, winking away something susfudously 
like tears from her kindly eyes. 

For a httle while Margery had been a coward ; she 

trembled to think how nearly she had let her secret 

— Benzil's secret — escape her. But now she was 
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resolved never to be a cowaid again. After all, only one 
day had to be lived through at a time. She must go 
on with her tiivial daily round, and think as little as 
pos^ble of things outside it — not at all, if she could 
help it, of the dreadful, inexplicable silence that had 
fallen like a veO between Denzil and herself. 

It was not possible, of course ; and so poor Margery 
speedily found, as she walked with brave feet through 
the Valley of the Shadow. She was less and less 
able to occupy the long hours of the weary days ; one 
occupation after another shpped from her failing fingers, 
and left her more and more time for the thoughts that 
were so unwelcome and so hard to fight off. It seemed 
to Margery, looking ahead with solemn eyes, that 
thus and so must the end of the allotted seventy years 
come to all who hved ont their time : the burden 
pressing daily a little heavier, the strength to bear it 
growing daily a little less ; yesterday's walk too far 
for to-day's weary feet ; last week's task a physical 
and mental impossibihty to-day. She was no longer 
afraid of dying when her baby was bom ; indeed, 
now she wished for nothing else. She was so weary, 
so unutterably tired and heartsick ; so sure, now, that 
Denzil must be dead. For hope had died in her heart 
by this time, killed by the long silence and the incom- 
prehensibility of it all. It seemed to her that the 
darkest hour bad come. But, since Denzil must be 
dead, and since she herself, as she fully hoped and 
believed, was going to die too, surely she could muster 
up strength to be patient for the last little bit of her 
way alone. 
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But, alas for Maigeiy ! it is not tlie darkness of that 
Valley which is its greatest horror. There came days 
on which the hobgoblins who, as an older Pilgrim has 
left on record, inhabit the Valley, whispered poisonously 
into her ears that Den2il had forgotten ber: had 
ceased to care for her ; worst of aQ, echoing Mrs. Janna- 
way's bard words, that in some imimaginable way 
her marriage had been no maniage at all. Then, 
indeed, she longed for the past days of mere daricness, 
when her greatest grief had been the belief that Denzil 
was dead ; for that seemed bat a li^t thing to bear 
in comparison with these hideous snggestions. There 
were days still when, remembering the Dendl she 
had known, she was bitteily ashamed of harbouring 
such ideas for a moment ; and then back would ccaae 
the deadly fancies, stronger than her weakened powers 
of resistance, with others even harder to bear, untU 
her own imagination was a terror to ber. 

The end of her time of waiting came rather sooner 
than she had expected it, just as a dismal November 
was drawing to its close. For a long time past she had 
made up her mind that she was going to die, and ^e 
was glad of it ; for since she had lost Denzil, what 
was there to hve for ? It seemed an easy and pleasant 
thing just to drift out of the world ; only a cruelty of 
anyone to try to call her back. Dimly, in a mist of 
dreams, she heard the word " rousing " spoken by 
someone, and then Mrs. Strong's voice close to her ear, 
broken with sobbing, but all kind and womanly : 
" My dear, don't you want to see your little boy ? " 

But Margeiy wanted nothing but to be let alone. 
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It was cruel to bring her back to a life which she did 
not want, when she w^ so contentedly gliding away 
from it. Her closed eyelids did not flutter. 

" Now, Mrs. Vane, here is your baby ! " 

The doctor's voice was louder, more insistent, not 
to be trifled with ; but from it, and his touch, Margery 
only turned away her head with a little moan. She 
would not let herself be roused. Nothing should bring 
her back to a world where in the last six months she 
had suffered so much. And yet, the next moment, 
a third voice did what neither of the others had suc- 
ceeded in doing : an angry, ridiculous voice, very weak, 
Very shrill, protesting vigorously against the indignity 
of being bom. Little, futile, clutching fingers caught 
at her in a fierce clasp, surprisingly strong, and let 
go again purposelessly, Margery's eyes opened per- 
force upon a tiny face that lay against her arm ; and 
it was so unlike any face that she had ever seen before, 
that the shock brought her back to hfe as nothing else 
could have done. 

" Oh, is he all right ? OttgAt he to look like that ? " 
she cried, weakly and anxiously. But there was quite 
a new tone in her voice. Her arm closed jealously 
round the tiny, shrieking creature. Her eyes, looking 
up at the doctor, dared him to say one disparaging 
word. 

" All right ? One of the finest children I've ever 
seen ! " he replied, with a heartiness that argued some 
past anxiety ; and to Mrs. Strong he added, with a 
significant nod : " No more need to trouble. We 
shall do very well now 1 " 
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CHAPTER XIII 

SOICETHING TO DO 

THE life to which Uargery had come back sa^ 
leloctantly was on quite new tines, time' 
r^nlated and tyrannized over by the baby. He v"^ 
a source of continual astonishment and frequent terrorV 
for Margery, as soon as she was aUowed to read, pro- '- 
cured a book on the nurture of infants and studied- 
it with profound attention, which occasionally scare<to 
her to death — for the various information which itl 
contained was all new to her, and some of it terrifying 
in the extreme. Thrush and Convulsions, and other 
nameless horrors, seemed to threaten her baby at every 
turn ; and had it not been for Mis. Strong, who scouted 
her ignorance, laughed at her fears, and even went 
so far as to thiok tightly of the great work in question, 
Margery would have frightened herself into a very 
slow convalescence. It astonished her to think how, 
such a tittle while before, she had actuaUy wished to 
die. The very idea made her tremble, now that this J 
new, inexhaustible interest had come into her life ; i 
the remembrance that her baby had, at least for the ' 
moment, no one in the world but herself, made her ' 
clasp him tightly to her and watch over him, if that 
were possible, more untirin^y than ever. 
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" Ought he to be so red 7 " she would inqoiie amdoosly 
of Mrs. Strong. 

" Bless him I The red ones turn out the finest com- 
plexions later on," the good woman would reply 
reassuringly. 

" But he has such queer creases and wrinkles ! " 
Margery would persist. 

" You wait ! and he'll be a real beauty ! " Mrs. 
'"strong would prophesy firmly. But the prophecy 
,E)fued to Margery so impossible that she was moved 
>*iAC some days of heart-searching to ask : " Are 

' babies as — as ugly as this, Mrs. Strong ? Not that 
' think him ugly, of course ! " she added hastily, as 
if lin fear that the sleeping tiny thing by her side might 
..frerhear and be hurt, " But I can imagine that per- 
naps other people might tliink so 1 " 

" He ain't, so to speak, a prelly baby," Mrs. Strong 
replied judicially, with an eye on the crumpled red 
face, "But he's a fine, strong, healthy boy; and 
as for beauty, Mrs. Vane, my dear, it's always said to 
be the ugly babies that turn out the handsomest later 
on ! " 

Accepting this answer with some relief, and gradually, 
as she grew stronger, finding room in her mind for an 
occasional something else beside her son, Margery 
began to review her own position critically. She was 
a good deal surprised to find that she was expected to 
stay in bed so long ; but she was of a patient nature, 
and bore her imprisonment with serenity. It was the 
greatest comfort to find that the dreadful oppression 
of head and heart were completely gone. For very 
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weakness she could not always keep back tears of 
lon^g for Densil ; but her outlook on life was once 
more hopeful and sane. He would come back to her 
sooner or later, and all would be explained in some 
quite natural and simple way which did not happen 
to have suggested itself to her. But in the meantimei 
as soon as she was well again, she must find some- 
thing to do ; for the money which Denzil had left 
with her, supplemented by some small stores of her 
own, had run very low indeed. 

She astonished Mis. Strong beyond measure one day 
by asking quietly for writing materials — she, who in 
all those months had never written a single letter. She 
wrote now to some half-dozen of her old school-friends, 
and the gist of all — most carefully thought out before- 
hand — ^was in all cases the same : " It is a long while 
since I wrote to you, I'm afraid. I was married quite 
in a hurry, in February," and then a few slight details 
as to Denzil and his peiwnal appearance. " My 
husband was obliged to go abroad suddenly when we 
bad only been married a few weeks, and could not 
take me with him. I did not feel inclined to write 
letters then, just when I was missing him so much ; 
and most of the time since I have been very unweU. 
My little boy was bom a fortnight ago," ajid then the 
rest of the letter filled itself quite naturally with praises 
of that all-important individual ; and the " Margery 
Vane " at the end was written perhaps a little larger 
and clearer than the rest. She would not worry her- 
self about any further explanations that must come 
in the future, until their time came. 
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To her old schoolmistress, the head of the Orpham^, 
Margery added another clause. " My husband is not 
too well ofi, and I should be very glad to find some 
work to do. Can yon suggest anything ? I am afraid 
Mrs. Cioome will give me no reference, as she was 
veiy angry with me when I left — ^though, indeed, it 
was not through any fault of mine." 

This correspondence was the work of two or three 
days, and Mrs. Strong pasted the batch of letters — 
and Margery felt, with every nerve in her racked, 
that she must be secretly astonished to see nothing 
amongst them for Denzil. She had had some wild 
thought of addressing an envelope to him at some 
fictitious foreign address, enclosing a blank sheet of 
paper to save the situation ; but had finally resisted 
the temptation. Her secret must be kept until such 
time as he himself released her from it ; but there 
should be no new deception of any sort or kind. 

The answer to all the letters came quickly, and 
with them a few wedding presents, which afiected 
Mai^ery curiously — the first she had had ; and also 
some trifles for the baby, which gave her far more 
genuine pleasure. The letter from the Orphanage was 
eagerly looked for, and opened first of all; but her 
face fell as she read it. It was very kind ; but it 
expressed serious disappointment that Mrs. Croome 
could not be asked to speak for her. " I will do my 
very best for you," Miss Willis wrote, " but of course 
you understand that this is a decided obstacle, when 
inquiries are made about your previous experience. 
Of course, too, you will be able to arrange for some 
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friend to take care of the baby ; it would naturally be 
quite impossible for you to have it with yoo." 

Arrange for some friend to take the baby ! Ha^ery 
read with astonishment and indignation, that slotrty 
subsided into a perception of the enormous gulf lying 
between those who are mothers and those who are 
not. Her arm tightened round the bundle at her 
side. What an insult — quite apart from the absurdity 
of suggesting a separation between them ! — ^to refer 
to that all-important person as " it " ! Why, even 
those rather pitiaMe people who possessed only 
feminine babies might justifiably be annoyed ; while 
hers was a son, a man-child. She knew well enough 
what an additional difficulty he must prove in her 
search for employment — ^tbere was no need for Hiss 
Willis to have emphasized that : but, as for being 
parted from him ! 

A stormy November gave place to an unnaturally 
mild December, and Mrs. Strong, with unspeakaUe 
pride, carried the baby out for his first walk : coming 
back with wonderful reports of the astonishing amount 
of notice he had taken, and the stupefaction of all 
those who had been vouchsafed a glimpse of lum. 
" And if it will only last like this for you to get out, 
Mrs. Vane, my dear — and then a little longer for the 
christening ! " she said. " Were you thinking of having 
a httle party for it, now ? " 

" No," said Margery. The colour came up in her 
thin and delicate face as she found herself confronted 
with a new comphcation. 

"Only just the godparents, like?" suggested Mrs. 
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Strongf disappointed, but making the best of the 
matter. 

" I'm afraid I had not thought about it at all," said 
Margery ; and smiled, though it was something of an 
effort. 

She was allowed up next day for the fiist time, and 
was astonished and discomfited to find herself such 
an arrant weakling. Mrs. Strong's assurances that 
she would be walking like anyone else in a fortnight's 
time seemed consoling, but barely credible. But, 
once upon her feet again, she felt so strongly the urgent 
necessity of getting something settled, that by sheer 
force of will she obliged herself to recover strei^th 
with a surprising rapidity. Her little store of money 
had by this time dwindled so low that she was 
frightened. Even with the strictest economy, it must 
all be gone in a very few weeks more. So, though she 
was glad enough of Mrs. Strong's arm when she was 
pronounced well enough to go to church, the very next 
day she only waited for the good woman's back to l>e 
turned before she slipped out on an errand of her own 
devising. After all, the Vicarage was nearer than 
the church ; and she was afraid to let any more days 
pass idly. 

In spite of all her resolution, she was fiusbed and 
trembling by the time she reached her destination, 
and was glad enough to sit down the moment she was 
shown into the Vicar's study. It was a rather grim 
room — ^but then there were not a few people who con- 
sidered him a grim man. There were books in plenty, 
and scattered papers all over the large writing-table, 
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as if no sacrilegious female hand was ever allowed to 
touch it It was not a lai^ room ; for the Vicaia^ 
like the living, was smalL There weie no oraaments 
of any sort about it — ^unless pipes and a tobacco-jar 
crane under that head. There was only one pictuie, 
irtiich hung over the mantelpiece ; and that represented 
« modem town choich of extraordinaiy u^iness. 

A Hnlfling bell heralded the anival of the Vicar, 
with Edward at his heels ; and Edward, after a care- 
ful inspection of the hem of Uargeiy's skirt, sprang 
into Yxtr lap as one who cannot imagine himself 
unwelcome. 

" Yon are honoored. He doesn't go to everyone," 
said Mr. Kent. 

" I like cats," said Hai^ery. It was a idief to have 
the formality of the interview brolnn. Her hands did 
not tremUe so much, now that they had Edward's 
soft for to stroke. 

" I wanted to ask you about my baby's christening,'* 
she said. " I would like it to be next Sunday, please 
— Mrs. Strong said that the Children's Service was 
the usual time " 

" Certainly. Will you tell me the name now ? " 
said Mr. Kent. " It saves any misunderstanding." 
Vis tone was as business-like as the note-book which 
he promptly produced. 

" lUchard Denzil Vane," said Mai^ery— a Uttle 
faintly, remembering the last time she had heard those 
three names. 

Mr. Kent's pen paused a moment, and he looked 
at her. 
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" You wish your child to be chrisUiud ' Vane ' — so 
that he will have the name both as Chiistian and 
surname ? " 

" I wish him to be called Richard Den^ Vane, in 
addition to his suniame," said Margery steadily : a 
change of phrase which Mr. Kent accepted without 
comment. 

" I should not have troubled you to see me," said 
Margery, going gravely on from point to point, like a 
child repeating a well-conned lesson, " but I wanted 
to ask you something. I wish to be godmother my- 
self, and my husband to be godfather — — " 

Since she asked for no opinion, Hr. Kent gave none : 
which is a very rare virtue. 

" I — I am afraid it is not likely that my husband 
will be here in time for the christening," said Mai^ery, 
flushing and paling now in the ^ort to keep her 
voice steady. " I — I wondered — you have been so 
kind to me — would you mind being the other god- 
father ? ■' 

If the request surprised Mr. Kent, be did not show 
it, or even pause before h'lS prompt answer : ' ' Certainly 
I will, Mrs. Vane, if yon wish it," 

" Oh, thank you ! You are very kind 1 " said Mar- ■ 
gery, from her heart. For a moment she hesitated on 
the vei^ of some attempted explanation of her forlom 
condition, which obliged her to make such a petition 
' to a comparative stranger ; and then had the wisdom 
to refrain. Where the whole truth must not be told, 
the half would be likely to complicate rather than 
simidify her position. Besides, she had with her the 
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" There is one thing toon," sbe said, hiuiying en ; 
lor, indeed, tfas vas the last and most toonidabk 
ot^ect <rf her visit " 1 — ^I want to find sootetfaing to 
do. If yoa kne» of anTtfatn^ I — ^I sfaonld be voy 
gnt^uL" 
" What sort oi tfaii^ ? " sud Mr. KeoL 
" I was a governess beiare I was msnied," Hazgeiy 

fatteied- " 1 wa^ »Airj*w i at thf ; Bi i n,i f I Qtpliafia^^ 

and I — I have serecal oertiftcates." Sbe named ttKm : 
quite an hnposiiig list. '* I have wnttm to IGss Willis, 
tbe beadmistiesB tbere," sbe hnxned on, " anH sbe 
win do her best for ntc But I tbooght tbat yoa mi^ 
pertiapa bum of scmaeooe: m the peighbooibood wbo 
wanted a g o vernes s — a visitimg governess. I can't go 
away fran my baby, yon see." 

Mr. Kent sat loiAiDg, not at her, bat at the photo- 
graph of the n£^ chinch, as sook moi look, lAen 
meditating^ at tbe [actiires of their sweethearts or 
wives. He was evidently thinking, and be sat per- 
fectly still to think, witboat any t^iping of fingers or 
other movonent — which is also a very rare vtrtoe. 

" I'm afraid I don't know oi aiq^one vbo wants 
a visiting governess," he said at last. " This is not a 
residential nd^ibooriwod, yoa see." 

" Please forgive me for having troubled yon," said 
Maigeiy, lathra- faintly, and sbe trembled a httk 
as sbe rose. " I oaiy tboo^t — if these was any- 

" Sit down again^ pHease," said Mr. Koit " The 
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only thing that occurs to me is — probably not at all 
suitable : or what you would like," 

" Oh, indeed I would do anything that I could 1 " 
said Margery ; and her voice betrayed how important 
the matter was to her. 

" It's only this : that the schoolmistress here is 
resigning at Christmas, and I have not yet found any- 
one to take her place. But it is not at all the thing 
for }roa ! " said Mr. Kent, putting away the suggestion 
almost as soon as he had made it. 

" Oh — oh, do you think I wouldn't do ? " faltered 
Margery. Her eyes had brightened wonderfully, and 
then clouded with disappointment. " If — if you were 
thinking about the sewing part of it," she went on 
very timidly, " I really can sew well — ^we were taught 
all that sort of thing thoroughly at Blnstead." 

" It wasn't the sewing part," said Mr. Kent. " You 
see — you are very young, Mrs. Vane." 

" I shall be nineteen on Sunday," said Margery, 
not at all understanding the quick look which he shot 
at her in answer from under his thick black brows : 
for, indeed, it seemed to her a considerable age, a 
very decided step from mere eighteen. 

Mr. Kent did not seem by any means so much im- 
pressed as she could have wished. He sat thinking 
again, and his expression was so unpromising that she 
began to plead her cause desperately. " I would 
really do my best — I am supposed to teach rather 
well. And if I was not a great success, it would 
only be for quite a little while, just till my husband 
comes home 1 " 
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llr. Keat opened his moath to say finally that the 
idea was absurd, and then looked at Maigoy again 
and did not say it. He was keen-eyed both by nature 
and training. He knew quite well that the matter 
was a question of daily bread for this child and her 
baby. If he bad had any othn suggestion to make 
of a more suitable nature, he would have pat aside 
the appointment to the village school without more 
ado. But he had no other suggestion at all, and Mar- 
gery's eyes were imidoring. Therefore he hesitated — 
and was lost. 

" Remember, I can promise nothing. The matter 
is not entirely in my hands, you know," he said. But 
Margery knew from his vcHce that aH his influence was 
going to be exerted on her behalf, and she responded 
eagerly and gratefully. 

" I am so very much obliged to yoo, and it has been 
so good of you to give me all this time " 

" Edward doesn't thank you for disturbing him. 
Good-bye I " was Mr. Kent's unromantic answer. 
But he stood for a minute at the window, watching 
her go down to the gate, noting how slowly and 
weakly she walked ; and, turning away, muttered to 
himself : " Nineteen / " in a tone that might have 
meant any of half a dozen things. 
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CHAPTER XIV 
TIUE AND THE HOUR 

THE baby was duly christened on his mother's 
nineteenth birthday, and behaved so badly that 
Margery was overwhelmed with shame ; and even 
Mrs. Strong, rallying for her comfort a whole phalanx 
of proverbs about the necessity of tears dutii^ the 
ceremony, was obliged to confess that the thing had 
certainly been rather overdone this time. " He do 
cry, the dear 1 " she said, taking the shrieking, writh- 
ing, pmple-faced Richard Denzil Vane from his 
mother at the church door. " But there I it's a 
comfort to know that his lungs is all right 1 " 

Such comfort as there might be in this, young 
Richard supplied, and continued to supply, without 
stint. There suredy never was such an angry baby, 
one so at war with the world and perpetually on the 
look-out for insults. If he had to wait one moment 
for a meal, if his bath was the fraction of a degree 
too hot or too cold, if he was put down at a time when 
it seemed good to him to walk about — then he would 
rend the air with instant fierce shriekings. The last 
and worst injury of all was that he should ever be 
expected to sleep in his cradle. Mai^ery might, and 
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did, stand over him by the half-bonr together, toddng, 
patting, giving him a finger to suck, until she was 
■o stiff that it was difficult to draw herself upright 
again ; but let her dare to go to bed heiseli, or move 
into the next room, or do anything, in fact, except 
dance attendance on his lordship I One moment 
the cradle would contain a sleeping cherub, with 
peaceful, fat face, and dim^ded hands thrown up on 
the pillow ; the next instant, with one indignant 
bounce and no other wamii^ at all, young Richard 
was screaming out his furious soul, and refnang to be 
pacified. 

" It isn't as if there was anything the matter with 
him," said Mrs. Strong, perplexed, and thoughtfully 
eyeing the young scoundrel, silent for the moment 
as be took one of his many meals, but cocking a watch- 
ful eye at his mother meanwhile, to make sure that 
she had no intention of defrauding him of a single 
drop. " I never see a finer child I It's just sheer 
temper." And Margery, remembering Demdl's in- 
variably sunny, happy nature, and haunted by dim 
notions of heredity, would search deeply into her 
own faults and failin gs with infinite misgiving. And 
then the delinquent, as if realising that he had reached 
the end of his tether, would suddenly stop crying to 
give her one of the charming, bright smiles that 
vividly recalled his father ; and Maigery would realise, 
if her conviction had for a moment faltered, that no 
one else had ever possessed a baby who could compare 
for a moment with her own. 

His. Strong, too, though she had no maternal feeling 
230 

D,™),Pril>,GOOglC 



Time and the Hour 

to bias her, was more than devoted and forgiving, and 
never tired of dancing attendance on the exacting 
young rascal ; so that Margery hardly dared to break 
to her the news that she might very soon consider 
herself free to find new lodgers. For the Vicar's 
influence had proved successful, and Margery was to 
take up her new duties at the end of the Christmas 
bolidaj^. She mustered up courage at last to tell 
the news to Mrs. Strong, who was at first overwhelmed 
with astonishment, then gave vent to all sorts of 
vigorous objections, and finally, discovering that 
the die was cast and that there was no appeal, melted 
into dismal tears for the rest of the day. It had never 
occurred to her, she sobbed, that Margery would 
think of leaving her before her good gentleman re- 
turned: at which Margery, inwardly wincing, con- 
tinued to smile bravely. Mrs. Strong confessed amidst 
her tears that she had even been tempted to wish 
that his coming might be long postponed : " For what 
I shall do without you and the blessed baby, my dear, 
is more than I do know 1 " The blessed baby at that 
juncture, objecting to a tear that fell on his button 
nose, suddenly doubled himself backwards in Mrs. 
Strong's arms, and expressed his dissatisfaction in a 
series of piercing shrieks. It was perhaps fortunate, 
as diverting the current of her woe. But, by the time 
that he consented to be pacified — ^which was not till 
after bis next meal — though her tears were reduced 
to a gentle triclde, her opposition to the whole scheme 
was no whit lessened. She did not consider Margery 
suited to the post, or the post to Margery. Finding 
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tluit then was no getting over the fact that the aj^mint- 
ment had actually been made, she coold not see why 
Margery sboald not continne to make bet home ai 
the farm. 

" But it is too far from the school, you see," said 
Margery gently, reserving to heiseli the stilt more 
important conMderation that she could not afiord to 
pay unnecessary money for lodgings when there was 
actually a house attached to her new position. 

" Well, you can't live there alone, ma'am t " said 
Mrs. Strong indignantly. 

" Hiss Loomis does," said Mai^ery. 

" Miss Loomis I " Mis. Strong sniffed. " Witen you 
are her age, my dear, you can too — if you want to." 

" I don't feet young," said Margery. Indeed, she 
felt as if a hundred years separated her from the girl 
who had met Denzil for the first time. 

" Besides," said Mrs. Strong, whose stock of ob- 
jections was so large that she had to hurry on from one 
to another, in order to display them all, " what are ^u 
going to do with the child while you're in schocd ? " 

" I must have a girl to help me, I suppose," said 
Margery. She had thought often enough for herself, 
and with many misgivings, of that difficulty. 

" Girl 1 I don't take no account of girls 1 " said 
Mrs. Strong, with another ""iff " Careless, idle, 
forgetful little hussies — Cleave the precious pet to 
scream his little heart out when you're safe out of 
hearing ; or drop him, a lamb, and break his Uttle 
back, and never tell you till it's past mending, and him 
a cripfde for life I " 
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At these two appalling pictures, the tears lusbed to 
Hargery's troubled eyes. 

" Oh, dear Mrs. Strong, don't make it any harder 
for me 1 " she said piteously. " I must do it — I'll 
tell you why. I've hardly any money left, and I must 
work to keep myself and baby; and this seems the only 
possible way 1 " 

Mrs. Strong was aghast to speechlessness. Her 
weekly bills— ^nodest enough, in truth — had been so 
promptly and ungrudgingly paid, and it seemed so 
unnatural that " the gentry " should ever be troubled 
about money matters, that it took her a minute or 
two to adjust her mind to this new point of view. 
When she had at last done so, however, the result was 
a fresh flood of tears, and imploring petitions that 
Margery and the baby should stay for ever and ever, 
and put ofi any question of payment until some time 
in the dim future when it should be quite convenient. 
Margery broke down and cried a Uttle, too, at the good 
woman's kindness. 

" Dear Mrs. Strong, you know quite well that I 
couldn't do that ; and besides, even if I could, you 
couldn't possibly find time to take care of baby when 
I am in school. I must just try to find some girl who 
can be trusted ; and perhaps he will behave better 
when he is a little older." 

Mrs. Strong, seeing the hopelessness of the case, 
dried her eyes and made a rapid volte-face. With a 
shaking voice she launched on to a Sood of anecdote 
concerning babies who, having made night and day 
hideous to their friends for six weeks or so, suddenly 
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fcfocmed and became eaitbly angels for ever after : 
" sleeping in their little beds, the dears, half the day, 
and never a iMt of troaUe even when they was awake," 
said His. Strong, walking the room rapidly with yoong 
Richard, who was stating at the foil {ritch of bis 
entirdy satisfactory longs that he had not been fed 
for a month or more. As for finding a trustworthy 
girl, she took the responsibiUty of that office npon her 
own broad shoulders, and undertook to produce with- 
out fail a paragon in whom it should be impossible to 
find a flaw. She had only been joking, UIk, when she 
bad seemed to say that Margery would not make a 
success of her new post ; of course, she would be ad- 
mirable in every way, and the children and the whole 
parish would be plimged in woe when her good gentle- 
man returned to take her away. The difficulties 
which had crowded thickly into Margery's mind, in 
those night-watches when her tyrant would not allow 
her to sleep, were all disposed of with a wave of Mis. 
Strong's plump hand, as they were anxiously presented 
to her, one after another. Housekeeping in general, 
and cooking in particular ? Well, there was plenty 
of time, before the end of the hoUdays, for Margery 
to learn all that she needed to know of that ! Would 
Hiss Loomis be likely to want to take away all her 
house-plenishing with her when she left, or would 
there be a chance for Margery to buy iu cheaply, 
second-hand, the little that she would need ? Why, 
of course. Miss Loomis would have no further use for 
her possessions, seeii^ that she was going to Uve with 
a married sister ; she would be only too glad to dispose 
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ot her goods for a mere nothing. And, by the way, 
Mrs. StiV)ng herself had any number of onnecesaaiy 
things cluttering up the house, which it would be a 
positive kindness for Hargeiy to take dway with her ; 
but that suggestion Margery put aside at once, very 
gently, but with decision. She was grateful enough, 
is all conscience, for Mrs. Strong's manifold kindnesses ; 
but she was proud too, and it did not seem fitting to 
her that DenzU's wife and child should accept absolute 
charity. They would need so very little for the 
short time until he should come back to them, and 
what they could not pay for they must do without. 

She knew, however, that her funds had dwindled so 
very low that it was a great rehef to learn from the 
Vicar — he had advised her settling the matter with 
him rather than with Miss Loomis, whose temper was 
well' known to be rather awkward— that so many 
necessary things in the little school-house went with 
the post, so that nothing had to be paid for them. The 
most unlikely things, some of them, as even unsns* 
picious Margery noted with wonder ; but they merci- 
fully reduced the list of what she had to buy outright 
into such narrow limits, that even her meagre purse 
could just be stretched to cover all. 

So Margery arranged all her small affairs — small 
enough to the world at large, though all-important 
to herself — ^with anxious care, and made her flitting 
into the pretty cottage which Denzil had so admired. 
She seemed to hear his gay voice now, making more 
than half seriously the absurd suggestion that they 
should settle down for life in the village, and bribe the 
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■ Rh o olmi ttr M B to tnra oat of ber sbode because H 
wu ao porticolarly channing. He had acttuUy salBed 
forth <Hie moming to diacnsa the matter with her; 
ntiiiiiing, somewhat discomfited, to relate that ttie 
cdd lady was smacking a small child when he arrived, 
and kwked so formidaUe that be had not dared to 
do nxne than comment meekly on the weather, have 
his head snapped ofi for his pains, and heat a hasty 
retreat. Margery found faeiself laoghing almost aknid 
over the sodden memory ; and then thought how 
astcKiisbed and charmed he would be when he re- 
turned, to find ber actually living in the pretty cottage 
that had so taken bis idle fancy. It was not quite so 
pretty, of course, in the winter ; but when sjning 
came again, and the honeysuckle began to creep all 
over the porch — but, of course, it was absurd to 
think that his coming would be delayed as long as 
that. 

The January snows came, and the scbool-teim b^an, 
and Margery, inwardly very shy and outwardly very 
stiff and cold, took the first plunge into her new life ; 
and found it, after the first ga^ of alarm was over, 
not at all imideasant. The February rains came, 
and the winds of March, and dowers were peeping up 
alluringly all over her tiny garden. And, finally, 
summer came in earnest, and the honeysuckle was 
in full flower ; bat Denzil never came back to see it. 

The novelty over, Margery's Ufe settled into a quiet, 

monotonous round, by no means unhappy or void of 

interest. She was too good a teacher not to throw 

heiseU whole-heartedly and with enjoyment into her 
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work; and oatside that her boy was all-sufficient. 
She learned, in fact, far more than she ever taught. 
She learned to forget that she was natnrally a some- 
what silent person, because the baby Uked to be talked 
to, and would lie staring up at her with solemn, round 
eyes by the half-hour together while she prattled to 
him. She learned how many things it is possible to 
do with a baby on one's arm. She learned the fallacy 
of the proverb which tells us that it is impossible to 
do two things at once : finding that the mother who 
cannot do that successfully must leave half her work 
undone, and that, with a little practice, it is quite 
possible to do three things simultaneously and do 
them all well. Her excitements were the various 
stages of the baby's progress : his first tooth -, the 
amazing, incredible wonder of the day when he suddenly, 
sitting on the floor, laid bold of a chair beside him, 
and pulled himself upright on his feet for a brief two 
seconds before a thunderous downfall. With every 
successive stage Margery longed afresh for Denzil ; 
and if each time the longing became a little fainter 
and her loneliness a little less hard to bear, she nevu 
knew it. She was growing accustomed to her solitary, 
widowed life, which, at least, had this in its favour, 
that she was spared the clashing that sometimes arises 
between the cldms of husband and child ; and the 
child had become a complete and all-absorbing interest 
that filled her days and her thoughts. 

Mrs. Strong had nobly redeemed her promise of 

paragon-hunting, by the introduction into Maigery'a 

household of one Esmeralda Peek : a c^taUe, stolid, 
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wdl-KTobbed penon of fifteen, the eldest of twelve, 
and infinitely better veraed than Margery in baby- 
lore. Indeed, Haigery sat meekly at her feet and 
drank in information, when once she had got over the 
initia] alarm of seeing the all-important baby in any 
hands bat her own or Mrs. Strong's. Esmeralda tocA 
kindly to him from the first, in spite oi his scandalous 
behaviour; and yomig Richard, ra^odly discerning in 
bis sharp baby mind that here was a person who conld 
not be fiightened and would not be boUted, had one 
awful battle for the mastery — daring which the cottage 
resounded with his shrieks, and Margery, frightened 
and trembUng in her schoolroom, taught the wildest 
nonsense — and then settled down once for all to be a 
reasonable member oi society. 

" How txHtld you let him scream so, Esneralda 7 " 
cried poor Haigery, flying to her son the moment 
that her conscience would let her out of school. 

" It's the honly way, ma'am," said Esmeralda, a 
trifie warm with her tussle, but otherwise stolid as 
ever. " No, don't take him up, please — or I'll have 
it all to do over again. He's got to lie in his cot, and 
by this time he knows it." 

It said much for Margery's strength of mind that 
she could restrain herself from snatching up the tear- 
stained, pitiful bundle, very red of countenance, and 
giving great sobs as he slept ; for from very weariness 
he had fallen perforce into an angry slumber. 

" I didn't let him scream hon, ma'am. Some does, 
bat I think it's crool," said Esmeralda, in considera- 
tion for the mother's natural weakness. " I took him 
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up for a bit, and then I put him down again ; but I 
wouldn't walk with him, and I wouldn't pat him, 
and I wouldn't rock him — our incilher says you might 
as well be a negro slave at one* H you once give in 
to them. Why, where would aU* have been," said 
Esmeralda, wanning to her siibjrrt, "if she'd gone on 
beyaving that a-way, with tltf Inias and Albert Arthur 
and Rosetta all under her feet to vnoe I " 
" He is very small ! " said Muigtry weakly. 
" He haves to learn some time, ma'am," Esmeralda 
r^roved her. " And oor mother, the say the younger 
the better — for them and hus too I " 

The theory was so excellent that Margery could 
find no reasonable argument against the practice; 
and was subsequently deeply grateful to Esmeralda, 
finding that her tyrant had learnt his lesson once for 
all, and thenceforward would go quietly into his cot 
when desired, without more than a slight protest. And 
so she and he settled down with surprising ease into 
their new life. For the five working days of her week 
Esmeralda came with admirable punctuality every 
morning at half-past eight, and left with less punc- 
tuality — for she speedily came to adore the baby, and 
to regard the baby's mother with devotion — at half- 
past four. In the intervening hours, and on Saturdays 
and Sundays, Margery and her son were well content 
to pass their time alone together. Let anyone who 
complains of time hanging on hand lead a monotonous, 
busy life, divided into three or four set yearly portions, 
and see how quickly it begins to fly. ^ With the months 
punctuated only by term-time and hdiday-time, 
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snnuner treats and winter treats, Uargery wonM 
scarcely have realized how fast they went, but for 
the changes in her boy. For from being merely " the 
baby " be grew to the greater dignity of Baby ; then, 
again, outgrowing that, he became Dickie, and then 
Dick. There came a time when Esmeralda departed, 
loudly weeping, to a situation as full-fledged nune- 
maid ; and little Dick came importantly into school, 
to take his place in the infant class under his mother's 
eye, and Margery, half proud, half sad, knew that 
she had lost her baby for ever. He had grown — 
though not in her eyes — from an ugly baby into an a0j 
little boy. There was nothing at all of his mother in 
the square, strong little face, with features too marked 
for his age, and coal-black hair and eyes and stron^y- 
marked eyebrows ; nothing of his father except the 
quick, bright smile, which came rather rarely to the 
fierce little face, but when it did come was trans- 
forming. He did not get on well in school — or, rather, 
he got on too well, for he rapidly proved to have more 
brains in his little finger than the other children had 
in the whole of their bodies. He learned to read while 
his contemporaries were struggling vainly with the 
alphabet. The tasks that Margery set him were 
finished with incredible swiftness — and then he was 
like a piece of quicksilver among the solid, stoUd little 
yokels round him, and quite as hard to control. 
Margery was stem with him — sterner than she would 
have been with any other child, because she was so 
afraid of unduly favouring her own ; and he accepted 
her severity with no resentment, but rather with a 
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certain odd fierce dignity that seemed to understand 
and appreciate the reason of it. He was a child of a 
rranarkable seU-control, who never cried for pain or 
ponishment : a child, as Margery came to realize 
with an uneasy pride, of quite unusual character and 
intelligence, which made him, baby as he still was in 
years, already a real companion to her. He was 
frankly unpopular with his schoolmates — 'for your 
rustic has no taste for what is unlike tdmself — and of 
this Hargeiy was glad ; she had no wish that Denzil's 
son should grow up a village boy. She kept a tenacious 
watch over his accent, his manners, his occupations, 
that he might be a credit to the father who had never 
seen him. Her whole soul was wrapped up in the 
boy ; and he repaid her with devotion. He was fond 
of Mis. Strong, who was, as ever, his slave. He had 
a strong afiection for the Vicar, and a certain whole- 
some awe of him as well. But no one in the world 
came within leagues of his mother. 

So the smooth months went on, turning imper- 
ceptibly into years, until there came that summer 
which is still spoken of in the village with bated breath 
and paling cheeks — the summer when the pestilence 
that walketh in darkness walked in high noontide as 
well, and swept o£E a victim here and two there, all 
down the village street, until there was hardly a 
cottage left that had not a desolate mother In it. It 
came so insidiously, too — with just the quite ordinary 
news that Leigh's Tommy and little Doris Price had 
the measles. Then a creeping rumour, small enough 
at first, but in a very short space of time flying large 
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and tenible thnmgii the village, that this was no 
ordinaiy measles, a thing of no account, bat the 
dreaded " black " measles, hardly known to anyone 
of the present generation ; for the moorland village 
lay high and healthy, and was rarely visited by 
epidemics. Once known by its real name, like the 
evil s^Hiits of legends, it showed itself in its true coloon, 
and flew from house to house with frightful rapidity. 
The doctor and the parish nurae worked night and 
day ; the Vicar worked with them, prompt, business- 
like, untiring, implidUy obedient to their orders. 
The schools were dosed. Margery, fortunately for 
herself, was not nervous, or apt to go to meet trouble. 
Living in the village street as she did, it was absurd 
to try to keep Dick out of it ; but she did the best 
she could by taking him up on the moors eveiy day, 
wet or fine, and keeping him there till the evening. 
Then, having put him to bed, she would make the 
best of her way to Mrs. Strong's farm, to speiLd the 
remaining hours of the day in cooking for the sick 
children and the mothers who had no heart or time 
to cook for themselves. The great farmhouse kitchen 
offered unlimited scope, and experience had taught 
Margery no small amount of skill by this time ; and 
with a httle manceuvring it was possible to confine 
Mrs. Strong to departments of the work in which she 
had little or no scope for her peculiar talent of making 
good food uneatable. Every evening, as she set ont 
from home, it seemed to Margery that another cottage 
had its blinds drawn : every evening, coming back 
late and tired, the chtuxh bell seemed to be tolling 
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afresh. It vas the custom of the place to ring the 
old-fashioned " nine tellers " for a man and six for a 
woman ; and the strokes that followed, telling the 
age of the last man-child or woman-child who had 
iallen a victim, were so pitifully few that no mother- 
heart could hear them without a pang ; for the pla|^ 
took only children. 

A cold spring had just given place to a wet summer. 
The few days that were warm came moist and op- 
pressive, swathed in curhng mists, as if the pestilence 
were rising up from the ground in visible form. The 
weeks dragged as if they would never end. Every 
Sunday the church seemed emptier, and more of the 
congregation were in mourning ; the churchyard held 
a new row — a row and a half — two rows of pathetic 
small mounds. The little village nurse, active and 
capable as ever, grew very silent and very thin. The 
doctor's eyes were heavy with want of sleep. The 
Vicar's stem, dark face seemed to grow more set every 
day. And then, as sudden as the beginning, came 
the end. In the week before Midsummer Day it was 
whispered incredulously from one to another there 
had been no fresh cases. In the week that followed, 
one, very mild. In the week after that, none again. 
So there came the time when even the doctor, Scotch 
and cautious, was heard to admit that there was 
practically no more fear. " But we'll wait a day or 
two more before we call ourselves out of the wood," 
he added hastily. 

On the evening of the day after that, Margery, coming 
back very late fnmi her evening's work at the farm, 
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beard ai ahe neued hcone a soand so onnsoal that 
she could hardly believe in it; but it qnickened her 
footsteps almost to a nm — for Dick, who never died, 
was ciying. She flew in, and up the narrow stairs; 
and found ^i*" flushed, tossing, sobbing in an tmnatiiral, 
hysterical fashion, which no soothing could padfy. 
Hargeiy fdt, with bitter self-reproach at having left 
him for so long, that he must have been ciying for some 
time, for his httle dark face was flushed and swollen, 
his eyes heavy and dull He bad seemed quite well 
when aht pat him to bed — a little quiet and unusually 
ready to go, perhaps. His head was boning hot — 
but, of course, he had been ciying for some time 

The terror, that is bom in mothers with the birth of 
every child, gripped Margery suddenly by the tiiioat. 
She ran to the window. HeidfuUy, there was scnneoDe 
pas^ng down the street, late as it was. 

Hr. Kent, g(»ng home weary and sad after a visit 
to one of the desolated cottages that lay on the edge 
of his scattered parish, was startled by a flying figure 
which caught him by the arm. Mat;gery had always 
made a point of most carefully observing the cere- 
monious distance between the Vicar and the school- 
mistress ; but just now, if it had been the King who was 
passing by, she would have stood no more on the order 
of her going. 

" Mrs. Vane ! " 

" Please fetch the doctor— oh, as quickly as you 
can 1 " Margery panted, with dry Ups. " My Dick — 
my Dick " 

" He shall come at once," said Mr. Kent briefly ; 
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and started ofE as if he did not know what it was to be 
tired. 

It seemed to Margery an eternity— it was, perhaps, 
twenty minutes — before the doctor arrived. His quick 
professional ^nce took in everything at once : the 
sick child ; the perfect order of the cottage room ; the 
marshalled array of nursing requisites that Margery 
had rapidly got together. He nodded appreciatively 
at that ; but his face was very grave as he turned to 
the bed. 

" Is it ? " Maury's voice failed her ; her eyes 

were imploring. 

" Of course it is," The doctor was well known to 
conceal a soft heart by the help of a somewhat rough 
tongue. He detailed for her quickly what she was to 
do and not to do. "Nurse Morrison shall come and 
lend a hand to-morrow," he concluded. 

" I want to nurse him myself ! " Mai^ery's face was 
mutinous. 

" You don't suppose she will be able to stay 7 But she 
knoira what to do and how to do it a good deal better 
than you do, you know. I'll look in myself early." 

" Then you think he is very ill ? " 

" I don't try to pretend that I think it is going to 
be a slight case, Mrs. Vane," said the doctor; and 
nodded and went away, leavii^ Margery all alone, at 
grips with Death for her boy. 

Of the days that followed, the less s^d the better. 

Margery fought her battle inch by inch, sometimes 

gaining a Uttle, sometimes losing a little. It was the 

worst case, the doctor owned, that had occurred in 
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the whole of the e^Mdemic; a child less ftiysicaBy 
strong, or less zealously tended, most have snocumbed 
veiy early in the fight. Night and day Haigeiy nmsed 
him, seeming as if she conld not know fatigue ; accept- 
ing ongiatefnlly, tboa^ not ongradoosly, the muse's 
help; permittiDg the weeinng Mis. Strong to sit in 
the sick-room for half an hour whik Dick ^ept — 
but the first sound from him biongfat her flying in 
from her so-called rest in the next room. 

" If the boy dies, it will kill her," said the doctor 
to the Vicar, even more gmfDy than usual 

"The boy most not die," said the '^car; and his 
square face was so set that the doctor glanced at 
him quickly and sharply, and said notbing more. 

Even his rough voice softened a little to Uaigeiy as 
the days went by, bat she neither knew nor cared 
He was nothing to her but the person who could tell 
her what to do ; she hved only to obey his orders with 
absolute faithfulness. Dawn, and nif^tfall, and dawn 
again, found ber at her post, untiring : till there came a 
day when the doctor, paying bis second visit, stood 
quite silently by the child's bed, and then went out, 
saying nothing at all. 

" You think he is worse ? " said Margery, following 
him downstairs. Her vrace was steady ; her face 
seemed nothing but eyes. 

The doctor cleared his throat before answering 
harshly : " How can he be better when he doesn't 
sleep ? " 

" You mean that if he doesn't sleep he will die ? " 

said Margery; and her vcace was so quiet that the 
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doctor, who had been looking anywhere rather than 
at her, gave her one of his sharpest glances. The next 
moment, with an extraordinary sound that was like 
nothing articulate, he fairly ran out of the cottage. 

Margery went upstairs again to the little darkened 
room and the tossing, fevered child, turning his head 
from one side of the pillow to the other in a vain 
attempt to find coolness and rest. She took up her 
position beside him in silence. Her heart seemed 
frozen. She could not ciy ; she could not pray. 

She might have sat there for bonis or minutes — 
it was all one to her — before there was a very gentle 
knock at the cottage door. Mrs. Stroi^, who had cried 
herself into a heavy sleep in the next room, did not 
hear. Margery slipped softly out of the room and 
downstairs. Dick would not notice her going ; it 
was a long time ^nce he bad even known her. 

" How is he ? " said the Vicar, standing outside in 
the grey summer oig^t. 

" The doctor thinks him worse," said Margery ; 
and was astonished at the calmness of her own 
voice. 

" Worse ? " Mr. Kent looked up at her quickly. 
In the dim light she looked like nothing human, stand- 
ing on the step above him, with her white face and 
wide eyes. 

" If he doesn't sleep, he will die," said Margery 
monotonously ; and she might have been reciting the 
multiplication table in school for all the feeling that 
there was in her tone. She felt as if she had been 
repeating the phrase over and over again for years. 
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"I — am Sony," said the \^caT; and held oat hb 
hand. 

" Yon had better not touch me," said Maigeiy. 
" I have come straight down from him." Bnt, Mr. 
Kent's hand being still held oat, she pat beis into it. 
After all, the strong grip was in stnne odd way con- 
soling. It made her feel not quite so alone. Thoa^ 
be said little, she knew that he cared. He bad always 
been a kind friend to hv. He was fond of the boy; 
he had been to aak after him every day. It most 
be good to be as strong as that — good, perhaps, to be 
any thing rather than a woman. 

" I most go," she said ; and slipped softly away again 
like a ghost But, curiously, the touch of that strong 
and sympathetic hand seemed to have broken up all 
her extraordinary calm. She found herself trranbling 
as she went upstairs. Once in the sick-room again, her 
tears came in a flood ; she fell on her knees by the bed, 
and cried and prayed with all her heart, in an agonised 
sUence. And, so kneeling and praying and crying 
noiselessly, the sleep that she had defied for many 
uncounted hoars suddenly took possession of her 
without her knowledge ; and when she woke with a 
start, in a panic of bewilderment, the cool, bright 
lifl^t of an early summer morning was stealing in 
through the window. 

Margery sprang up, filled with self-reproach and 
terror, and stood ralent, an icy fear gripping at her 
heart. The boy was lying quite still, and in the dim 
light his face looked very white. Margery hardly 
dared to go near him ; but when she did, the relief 
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was almost more than she could bear, for be was sleep- 
ing quietly, and the thick black hair over his forehead 
' was damp. 

It was not so long after that — absurdly early still 
for anyone to be up who need not — that Margery, going 
to the window to drink in the beauty of surely the 
joyfullest summer morning that had ever dawned, 
saw a Aaxk figure standing uncertainly at the cottage 
gate, looking up at the windowsi A man's razor is 
a sure teU-tale. The Vicar looked as if be had not 
slept ; certainly he had not shaved. 

Margery shpped downstairs again to the door, with 
feet that were light enough now. Her face, thin and 
worn with watching, was Ut with aniles ; her eyes, in 
spite of the dark circles round them, were very bright. 
She looked a young girl again as she gave the glad 
news : " He is better — he is asleep ! " 

" I am very glad," said Mr, Kent. 

" He is all I have in the world 1 " said Maigery ; and 
did not realize, till the betraying words on her own 
lips startled her, what an acknowledgment she had 
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CHAPTER XV 

HY LORD AND UY LADT 

THE doctor ordered Hargety and Dick to go away 
for change of air — quite as much tor her sake as 
for his ; and as aoon as he was strong enongh to travel 
they went to the seaside, for the first time in eith^ 
of their lives. The doctor had recommended to 
them a little quiet place in South Devon, where child- 
ren, arriving in the morning, might go out barefooted 
in the afternoon, and never resmne shoes and stockings, 
except perhaps on Sundays, till they rehictantly put 
them on to go home again ; and if their dders cared 
to follow suit no one was likely to be shocked. Dick 
grew fat, brown, and strong with wonderful rapidity ; 
and Margery, sitting on the beach, to all appearance 
lazy enough, had her thoi^ts very busy. Now that 
she was away from the village for the first time, she 
could look critically at her Ufe there with unbiassed 
eyes ; and she perceived, seriously startled, that 
thou^ it was an ideal place for a baby, and well 
enough for a small child, there were a thousand draw- 
backs to it for a growing boy. Dick was now nearly 
five years old. After Christmas he would be too old 
to stay any longer in the infant school, bat must take 
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his place with the boys ; and that prospect filled Mar- 
gery with dismay. It was not that she was foolish 
CBOugh to grudge losing him from under hei own 
immediate oversight, but she knew quite well that it 
was not the place for Denzil's son. He would be even 
more unpopular with the boys than he was with the 
babies, because of the difference between himself and 
them, that must become increasingly apparent as he 
grew older ; but even worse than that, to Margery's 
anxious mind, was the fear that that difference might 
lessen, when he was thrown entirely among the village 
boys. As it was, she had to be continually on her 
guard against tricks of speech and manner; and that 
task alone would be rendered almost impossible when 
he was away from her for hours of every day. Either, 
then, he must get on badly now and always with his 
schoolmates, and suffer accordingly, or he must grow 
up somethii^ more or less like them ; and that thought 
Margery could not bear. The schoolmaster, too, 
thoi^ an excellent and most painstaking person, and 
very successful with his present work, was particularly 
unfitted to deal with such an unknown quantity as 
Dick, already clever far beyond his years, and of a 
fierce and proud temper. 

The position was illustrated for Margery, if she 
had needed any illustration, almost as soon as they 
arrived. There were other children playing on the 
beach, who eyed them for some time with the hostile, 
curious stare of the young Briton. But presently a 
little girl, one of the elders of the party, edged over 
in Dick's direction, and said with condescension : 
asi 
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" Little boy, yon may [day with os, if 3k»i like ! " 
And IHck, shy and fierce, could only just prevail opoo 
himself to accept the offer ; yet long before the end 
of the week he was, although one of the youngest time, 
the accredited leader of the little party. It was Dick 
— Dick, who had never seen the sea in his life before— 
who planned and ordered the masterly sand-castle 
that they built. Bigger boys were meekly obedient to 
his commands, digging cunning channels that the 
incoming sea mi^t flood the moat. Giiis of all ages 
bnned themselves, according to directions, in collecting 
various kinds of seaweeds for the adorning of the 
edifice. And Dick, having once established his 
authority, was by no means inclined to hold himself 
cheap. He it was who, being King of the Castle, must 
be the last to jump fnnn that crumbling triumph 
as the sea swept over it. A much bigger boy, who 
rashly attempted his own system of digging in place 
of that ordained for all, was sharply called to order, 
and obeyed without a murmur. One of the girls, the 
eldest and prettiest, and well aware of both facts, 
had the temerity to kiss him, all unsuspecting; and 
Dick, after a moment's dumb astonishment at the 
outrage, slapped her with a will. 

" Dick 1 " called Margery. 

He came, obedient in a moment ; listened seriously 
to her serious admonition ; returned to his com- 
panions, and sought out at once the offending damsel, 
who sat weeping by herself, all forlorn. 

" I am sorry I hit you, I am to beg your pardon, 
mease hit me 1 " 
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" I don't want to ! " sobbed the afflicted lady. 
■ Dick turned very red, but went through with his 
penance nobly. " If you would rather kiss me again 
instead," he said, with a gulp, " you — you may ! " 

She complied, much gratified ; and Dick, having 
satisfied the demands of justice and honour, and sub- 
mitted in silence, turned his back on her once for all, 
and never again took the smallest notice of her. 

Margery might smile in secret over little incidents 
like this; but there were other things that cune as 
sharp stabs, and showed her more clearly than before 
what difEiculties lay in front of her. 

" I like the children here," said Dick, as they left 
the beach one evening. " Why are there none of 
this sort at home ? " 

Margery had no answer to give. For herself, she 
had acquiesced quite quietly in the want of com- 
panions of her own age and standing ; but it was 
very different for Dick, above all now that his own 
eyes were opening to the lack. 

Another day : " Kenneth laughed at me," said 
Dick, " when I asked him if be lived to Exeter. Hg 
says at Exeter." 

" He was quite right ; and you must say so too," said 
Margery, windng. It had never struck her before 
that so many years of hearing nothing but rustic speech 
might be duUing her own eaj ; quite possibly she 
herself was shpping, all unconsdously, into the local 
idioms, and was no longer a safe guide for her boy. 

There were, of course, other mothers on the beach 

besides herself, but she shrank from their well-meant 
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advances. Her secret had slept peacefally for so 
kmg now that she was frightened at questions, oat- 
spokeo or impUed, which were only intended to show 
a Idndly interest in the quiet young — " widow ? " said 
one lady tentatively. And Maigery answered, trem- 
bling : " I lost my husband more than five years 
ago " ; and then, frightened afresh at the truth that 
sounded so very like a lie, ^irank back again into 
herself, and was glad when her shy reserve was taken 
for pride and stiffness, and she was let alone. 

She would listen, though, from a little distance, to 
these other women talking together ; and with a 
growing surprise she realized the gulf that lay between 
her and them. Their talk was all of servants, of thai 
own and their children's ailments, of theatres and 
bridge and dressmakers. Some of them, m^o would 
certainly never see the early thirties again, giggled and 
chattered like schoolgirls. They might have come 
from another planet, for all the likeness that there was 
between her point of view and theirs. Talking of a 
coming wedding and the bride's age — twenty-one — 
she heard one older mother say most emphatically that 
none of her giris should marry a day under twenty-five ; 
and Margery looked at Dick, and thought of the past 
five years of her own life, and marvelled. She was 
still young enough to look upon twenty-five as a staid 
and rather advanced age. Her eyes grew perplexed 
as she listened to all this. Back in their lodgings, with 
Dick sound asleep, she would take out a tiny box 
that was kept carefully locked, and, looking at its 
contents — a broken gold neck-chain and a letter — ^would 
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read the letter again and again. It was the only one 
that she had ever had from Denzil : and it was the 
letter of a boy. Every time that she looked at it, it 
seemed to her to grow younger. When Denzil came 
back — she caught herself up, with a quick breath, on 
the edge of sayii^ " if he comes back " — what would 
he say to the change in her ? For he had left a girl, 
and he must find a woman, with hard experience behind 
her to keep her from ever being a girl again. True, 
reason told her that the same years that had left their 
maik on her must have passed equally over Denzil's 
head ; but instinct whispered that he would be a boy, 
and nothing but a boy, to the end of his life. She 
could not imagine him any older than when she had 
seen him last ; his gaiety, his charm, the sunny, aiiy 
fashion in which he took everything that came, were 
all the gifts of youth. Would he be disappointed to 
find a wife so difEerent from the young girl whom he had 
left ? Margery shut down in her heart, with frightened 
eyes, a yet deeper whisper — Would she, too, be dis- 
appointed P 

For all these reasons, then — though the summer, 
repenting of its earlier misdemeanours, was giving 
a flawless August, and the httle seaside town was 
charming, and it was, of course, a constant joy to see 
Dick so well and stroi^ again — Margery was not too 
sorry when their mtmth's holiday was over. She 
would be glad to be back at work ; there would be less 
time to worry over the diSBculties that beset her . 
and, after all, she had only to hve throu^ one day 
at a time. 
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They had had no letters while they were away ; bat 
that was not likely to be a great loss, for events in 
the village weic few and far between, and Maigeiy 
had no thought of finding anything different from iriiat 
she had left. It proved, however, tiiat she was mis- 
taken about this. Mrs. Strong, lunning in within 
half an hour of their airival, was so full of an im- 
portant piece of news that she had hardly time for the 
most perfunctoiy of questions, or even more than 
passing OHunents on Dick's growth and brownness. 
" Quite a man 1 " said Mrs. Strong ; and then dashed 
on into the real subject of the moment : " Hrs. Vane, 
my dear, the Hall's let at last 1 " 

It really was an event of magnitude ; for a village 
is considerably affected when the big house on its out- 
skirts is empty for ten years together, and even a 
tempoiaiy tenant is better than an absentee landlord. 

" When do they come ? " asked Margery. 

" Why, they're here I — all in such a huiiy as never 
was ! " cried Mrs. Strong triumphantly. One of the 
children was delicate, it appeared, and had been ordered 
bracing country air without delay ; and the Hall had 
been inspected and taken, ajid the new tenants had 
moved in, all within the space of three weeks. 

"There are children, then?" said Mai^^y; and 
looked at her own child. This was the sort of com- 
panionship that she could wish for hjni — the sort 
which was his birthright ; and yet she knew, with a 
quick pang, that the children of the Hall were not 
likely to make a companion of the schoohnistress' little 
boy. 
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" Three little girls — quite babies, like," said Mrs. 
Strong ; which was some small comfort, for that wonld 
not have suited Dick at all And then the good soul 
flowed on with details as to how the new-comers were 
a sort of cousins to Mr. Kent, and how her ladyship 
was not strong, and how hard a bargain his lordship 
had driven wherever there was a bargain to drive ; 
until Margery's head, already tired with the un- 
accustomed journey, fairly reeled. But her interests 
vere suf&dently bound up in the village to make her 
listen to all with quite sincere curiosity. 

It was Dick, and not his mother, who first saw 
anything of the new arrivals. He c^ne in ruffled 
the next day at dinner-time — for school would begin 
on Monday, and it was well to spend every moment 
beforehand out of doors — to announce that he had seen 
" the lordship." The lordship had been riding a very 
fine bay horse, very fast ; but, when he saw Dick, 
he stopped and got ofi, and asked him his name. " He 
took hold of my chin — so— <and stared at me," said Dick, 
much annoyed. 

" But why did he stop at all ? " asked Margery. 
Dick was not given to romancing ; but the story cer- 
tainly sounded improbable, unless something to account 
for it remained untold. 

" I don't know. He did ! " Dick persisted crossly. 
" And he wanted to know where I lived, and about 
you, and about my father." 

" What did you say 7 " Mai^ery asked, alarmed. 

" I said who I was, and who you was, and that 
father is away," said Dick, who had been brought up 
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to pray eveiy day, " Heaae, God, bkss fotiier," like 
any other small boy, and had accepted that father's 
absence, in the extraoTdioaiy imquestioiiiiig iashicKi 
of a child, without commeot. " And the lordship 
looked at me Uke Red Ridinghood's wolf in the book ; 
and I don't like him one bit 1 " 

The tale filled Hai^eiy with an uneasy wish to see 
the person who had given such dire offence : thou|^ 
she hardly expected the sight of him to be enlightening, 
since her modest list of acquaintances contained no 
titles at alL But in church the next day, though a 
goodly array of servants filled the back pews devoted 
to the Hall, in ndther of the front ones did there appear 
a lordship of any sort — only a dark lady, past her 
first youth, with a strong, keen face and penetrating 
dark eyes. Margery, meeting them full on her as 
she glanced that way, felt attracted and yet oddly 
perturbed. She could fancy that she would like to 
know this stranger ; more than that, she had a dis- 
turbii^ feeling that she actually did know her, which 
was absurd. It was not till the Vicar had come in, 
and the service had begun, that the explanation dawned 
upon her. There was a certain likeness between him 
and the new-comer ; and Margery remembered that 
Mrs. Strong had spoken of their being cousins. 

She was detained in church till everyone else had 
gone out ; for she sat with her Sunday School Class, 
and one of the children had behaved badly, and had 
to be kept back, to be admonished until he melted 
into penitential tears. They came out together, 
hand in hand. The congregation had all dispersed 
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except the dark lady from the Hall, who stood as if 
waiting, with an impatient foot tapping the path. 
She was as taU as Mai^ery, and of a fine, upiight figure. 
She flashed another quick glance at her, passing, from 
the keen blaclc eyes, and then turned quickly away 
as the vestry door opened. 

" Good morning, Henry ! " she said in a deep, im- 
perious, abrupt voice. " I thought you were never 
coming I " And Margery, in some odd fashion, was per- 
turbed ; it seemed so extraordinary and unexpected 
to hear anyone address the Vicai in that tone and by 
his Christian name. 

" Who is that ? " asked the dark lady, walkii^ at 
his side down the path, and looking at Maigery on 
in front. 

" The schoolmistress. Mrs. Vane." 

" The schoolmistress ? In the village school ? " cried 
the dark lady. " Why, she walks like a queen ; and she 
carries her head as if it were a crown I " 

Mr. Kent said nothing. 

" You must take me to see her — to-morrow I " his 
cousin commanded. 

So the next morning, just before school closed, 
Margery was surprised by the entrance of the Vicar, 
and the daik stranger with him. The school children 
rose, and she rose with them, as a matter of course. 

" Mrs. Vane — my cousin. Lady Denise Orma- 
tbwaite," said Mr. Kent. And Margery found her hand 
taken in a strong grip, more like a man's than a 
woman's. Tiie black eyes, on a level with her own, 
were very imperious. 
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" You were just goiag to let the children go. Wdl, 
let them go — or thc^ will hate me 1 I came to see yoo, 
not them," said Lady Denise, in her abrupt deep vtuce ; 
and a quick flash of a smile showed the fine white 
teeth that were the only beauty in her face. 

There was one of the children whom Margery, 
mother-like, would have been veiy glad to show ; and 
it chagrined her to fancy that Lady Denise, sitting 
down and watching them file out, seemed to keep ho: 
eyes purposely away from the comer where the little 
boys and girls sat. It vns something more than fancy, 
indeed ; for, when their turn came last of all and they 
stood up obedient to Mai^;ery's signal, the viator 
turned away to the window, and stood looking out till 
they were all gone. 

" Now, Henry, you can go away and leave me to 
talk to Mis. Vane," she said, turning round suddenly ; 
and the Vicar obeyed with a surprising meekness, 
which disturbed Margeiy very much. 

" Do you know that you are veiy lucky in your 
parson f " said Lady Denise, with a sudden smile 
straight into Margery's eyes. " But I don't suppose 
jrou know how lucky," she went on, without waiting 
for an answer. " You don't know that he gave the 
best years of his life to a little mission church in East 
London, and wore himself out there, with no one to 
help him, till he had a hopeless breakdown, and the 
doctor told him that one more year of it would kill 
him outright. A good many men would think the 
Uoor a good exchange for sliuns and mean streets ; 
but Henry has been eating his heart out here ever 
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since, bo[nng to be allowed to go back — but he never 
will. I know bis doctor; and I know what he thinks." 

Mai^ry listened with large sjrmpathetic eyes. She 
had never thought of Mr. Kent as connected with any 
other place but the village ; he worked there so 
steadily and untiringly, with such a whole-parted 
interest in everything connected with the pUtce. She 
remembered, though, the photograph xo(^ the ugly 
church over his study mantelpiece. 

" I am very proud of my cousin," said Lady Denise. 
" As a matter of fact, he is rather a new acquisition. 
He is a distant cousin, and we have not known each 
other very long. We met by accident, thouigh my 
home is only eight miles away. " 

" But I thought you were hving at the Hall ? " said 
Margery in suipiise. 

Lady Denise made a sudden grimace. 

" No— thank you '. " she said. " I'm staying there 
for a few days — a duty visit. Unluckily, all one's 
relations are not equally congenial. I saw you in 
church yesterday, and thought I should like to know 
yon. I'm going home to-morrow ; but I shall ride 
over and see you again, if you will let me." 

Margery flushed with pleasure. She had not 
realized how much she wanted a friend of more or 
less her own age and standing ; and, though Lady 
Denise was perhaps ten years older and a " ladyship " 
to boot, she felt very strongly attracted to her. 

" It would be very kind. I should like it very 
much indeed," she said. " And I want you to see my 
little boy." ; 
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" No, don't show me your little bay— I hate little 
boys t " aaid Lady Denise, in a voice that was sod* 
denly sharp and harsh. " Don't think me a bmte," 
she added hastily, seeing Hai^ery's face. " I had 
one of my own — ^he died of cholera whea he was five 
years old." 

" Ob, I am sorry ! " whispered Margery, with sadden 
tears priddng into her eyes. She canght her breath, 
with a dreadful vision of iriiat life most be, wanting 
a Dick, to anyone who had once possessed such a 
treasuFe. 

" Denise, you will be late for hmch if yon don't 
come away now," said Mr. Kent, coming in. 

" And that would never do ! " said Lady Denise, 
with another grimace. She stood up at once, and took 
Margery's hand again in her strong grip. " Good- 
bye, Mrs. Vane 1 It will not be very long before I 
come to see you again." 

Mai^ry stood at the window, watching them walk 
away together, and thinking that it must be very 
[feasant to have cousins of one's own. 

" I'm not particularly fond of my own sex," said 
Lady Denise frankly to Mr. Kent ; " but if I were a 
man, that is the sort of woman I should fall in love 
with. Now, why couldn't Horace choose someone 
like that ? " 

Mr. Kent said nothing. But Lady Denise, watching 
his face, caught herself up quickly and answered her 
own question. " Of course, to be sure, she would not 
have been at all likely to fancy Horace 1 She is very 
yomig to be a widow — I suppose she is a widow ? " 
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" I— believe not," said Mr. Kent. 

" You believe not ! " cried Lady Denise in surprise, 
with her keen eyes still on his face? " Where is her 
husband, then ? " 

" I understood from Mrs. Vane that he was abroad. 
In fact, when she accepted her present post, she said 
that it would be only temporary, until he should come 
home again." 

" And that is — how long ago ? " 

" Nearly six years." 

" Nearly six years}" cried Lady D^iise. "Why, 
what sort of man can he be to leave her like that ? " 

" I met him once or twice when they first came 
here," said Mr. Kent dowly. " A strikingly handsome 
yooi:^ man, with very charming manners." 

" I don't like charming men — think of my Uncle 
Louis ! " said Lady Denise. 

" He seemed very much attached to her," said Mr. 
Kent, more slowly still. " I imagined that they were 
quite newly married." 

" And she has never told you where he is all this 
time ? " 

" She never speaks of him at all." 

" But what an extraordinary thing ! " cried Lady 
Denise. " How do you account for it, Henry ? " 

" I don't account for it," said Mr. Kent. 

The next day, as Margery stood at her gate at the 
end of afternoon school, solicitously watching a very 
small scholar on her way across the road to her home 
directly opposite, there came blaring up the village 
street a very gorgeous and aggressive motor, rending 
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the quiet air with blasts of a. particalariy ear>splitting 
aatofe. The little village was too far away from main 
roads to have any great experience of socb things, and 
Margery watched with a httle anxiety for all the 
children who were on their way home fnmi schooL 

The car came on showily, scattering the lawful 
inhabitants of the street before it with effrontery ; and 
then suddenly gave an admirable ilhistiation of the fall 
that is supposed to follow close on the heels of piide. 
For, just opposite Maigery, without the sli^test 
warning, it stopped, and declined to move another inch. 
The chauffeur got down and performed mysteries ; a 
knot of interested villagers gathered round, and the 
only occupant of the car, a lady in a very elaborate 
motor-bonnet, leant out to ask querulously what was 
the matter, in tones, astonishingly, not unfamiliar to 
Margery. A moment later their eyes met. 

" Why, it's Miss Leonard I " cried the fine lady 
who bad once been Flora Croome. 

Mai^ery stepped out, tall and stately, through her 
Uttle gate. She had no need to fear the afternoon 
sun that streamed into her face. The fine moorland 
air and the quiet, peaceful Ufe had given her a clear 
colour which had been lacking six years ago, and she 
had lost the excessive thinness that had been her chief 
defect. If her face was sad, it had gained in expres- 
sion and strength of character. Flora's eyes, surveying 
her from the shelter of an elaborate veil, filled with 
something that was very Uke astonishment, and even 
more like envy. 

" I am very g^ to see you," said Margery, smiling. 
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" But I am not Miss Lennard any more. I am Mrs. 
Vane." 

" Oh ! " said Flora. " And / am Lady Stella- 
combe 1 " And her tone added that here, at any rate, 
she had an immeasutable advantage. " Is it all right 
now, Parkes ? " she cried to the chauffeur, who had just 
raised himself from his grovelling with a very red face. 
Then to Margery again : " Do get in and come up to 
the Hall with me 1 I want to talk to you." 

Margery fetched her hat and comphed, nothing 
loath. This was indeed an event in her quiet life. 
She asked after Amabel and Cedric, and was astonished, 
with a sudden realization of the flight of time, to hear 
that she was at school in Paris and that he was at 
Eton. "Not getting on very well," said Flora; at 
which Margery was sorry, but not surprised. 

" Sc - 1 suppose you are the village schoolmistress 
that my cousin — Lady Denise Ormathwaite, you 
know — was talking so much about I " said Flora. 
" Isn't it — rather a come-down ? " 

" I like it better," said Margery, with an amused 
smile. She would certainly have been veiy reluctant 
to change her present life for a return to Canning 
Place. " Besides, you see, I could not go out as a 
resident governess and leave my little boy." 

" Oh — so you have a little boy ! " Flora looked 
annoyed. " It seems to me that everyone has a little 
boy but me ! especially people — like you — that it 
doaen't matter to in the least. Even Denise — she 
mi^t just as well have had a girl, for all the difierence 
that it made to her." 
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"Bnt the kwt hen." Ha^eiy's vtnce trembled a 
tittle with sympathy. 

" Oh — did she teH yon so ? How veiy odd of her ! " 
said Flora with a stare. " Fan^ talldng aboat him 
to a perfect stranger I Why, I don't lemember hn 
ever mentioning him at all to m« / — But Denise is 
very heartless." 

" Oh, not about that, I'm sore t " Margery could 
not help ezdaiming, with a vivid recollection of Lady 
Denise's tone and face. 

"Yes, quite/" Flora persisted. "Really, I mif^t 
be suf^NHed to know better than you, I should think 1 
Why, I remember once trying to be nice to her aboat 
it — just after it happened ; and all she said was : ' Don't 
talk to me about India I I've a gnidge against the 
country where I left my complexion I ' Apparently 
she never cared at all," said Flora virtuously, " that 
she had left her husband and the baby there too !— 
Besides, Denise never had any complexion to lose ; 
so it was silly, as well as heartless, to say a thing like 
that." 

" She is a widow, then ? " said Margery. 

" Yes. Her husband — I never saw him — was killed 
in one of those httle frontier skiimishes. She was 
supposed to be very fond of him," said Flora, in a 
tone which threw a strong doubt on the assertion, 
" but she seems quite to have got over it — she never 
talks of him either. Sometimes I think that she will 
many Heniy Kent — she likes him. Of course, it 
would be a very poor match for her ; but then she is 
getting on for forty ; and, of course, she is veiy plain." 
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Haigery sat quite silent ; and the motor ran lightly 
on over the dry lanes, uphill and downhill and round 
sharp comers. 

" Farkes doesn't like taking me out," said Flora, 
" because I won't let him go fast." 

" I thought we were going fast," said Margery with 
a little effort. " But then I have never been in a 
motor before," 

" Really ? " said Flora, with a little drawl and a 
little stare. " I can't bear motoring myself ; it 
shakes me to pieces, and frightens me out of my life 1 
I never go out with my husband at all, because he wiU 
go at such a rate." 

" But why don't you drive, then, instead of motor- 
ing ? " said Margery. 

" Oh, nobody drives now — why, we have no horses 
at all, except some for my husband to ride ! " said 
Flora, raising her pale eyebrows with a slight air of 
surprise. All her emotions seemed to Mai^ery to be 
slight ; bat perhaps that was because she had never 
seen her in conference with her dressmaker. 

" Do yon hke the Hall ? " Margery asked, as they 
turned into the avenue that led up to the very ugly 
Georgian man^on. 

" No, I can't bear it — I hate the country I " said 
Flora limply. " It is most vexatious and annoying 
that we have had to come here for the present : not 
for long, I hope and trust ! " 

" I was sorry to hear that it was because one of your 
children was not strong," said Margery. 

" Oh, such nonsense I " cried Flora. " Doctors love 
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to order anything unpleasant, yoa know. It malces 
them feel that they have yoa in thdr power. Rosalie 
doesn't look the least Ut better for ctHning here ; she 
is naturally pale, yoo know, like Amabel I'm sore 
she'd have been much better at home than in a place 
like this, where they have dreadful eiBdemics of 
measles. Why, I was scared oat of my senses when I 
heard about it ! I've never had it, you see." 

" Have the children ? " asked Uargeiy. 

" I really don't remember — they've had several 
things," said Fkna carelessly. " But of coarse it 
doesn't matter for them. It's only for grown-up 
people that it is at aU serious." 

The motor drew up under the wide colonnaded porch ; 
and Flora got out and led the way in with some show 
of animation, glancing back at Margery to see if she 
were suitably impressed. The house was curiously 
reminiscent to Margery of Canning Place — not because 
there was the least similarity between the two buildings, 
but because all the furniture and appcnntments gave 
so strongly the impression that they had been chosen 
with a view to showing their immense costliness, 
rather than for either beauty or use. Flora led the 
way into a large, ugly drawing-room, the central 
one of three, furnished in so strenuously Eminre 
a fashion that there was no comfortable place to 
sit down anywhere. 

" I must run away just to make myself tidy," she 
said. " There are the papers — I won't be long." 

The tidying process seemed to Margery's innocent 
mind quite unnecessary, for Flora was so securely 
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veiled that not a hair could stray from its appointed 
place, and she was obviously wearing a very elaborate 
afternoon gown under a loose cloak, which might have 
been thrown aside without any trouble at all. She 
sat down obediently, however, and took up the paper ; 
and turning, feminine fashion, to the front page, was 
instantly startled by a familiar name among the deaths. 

" Jannaway. — On the igth instant, Phyllis Eudora, 
only child of Herbert Jannaway, aged 15." 

The paper dropped from Margery's hand, as a great 
wave of pity surged over her. The intervening five 
years had gone far to soften the remembrance of that 
dreadful day when she left her cousins, and of all the 
bitter things that Mrs. Jannaway had said ; besides, 
she could find nothing in her heart but compassion 
for those who had lost an only child. And yet — poor 
little Phyllis ! Margery sat thinking sadly of the lessons 
that had been such a difficulty and trouble, of the 
lovely face that meant nothing and never coiUd have 
meant anything. Perhaps this was hardly an end 
to be sorry for. She knew, though, what it must 
mean to the father and mother. She would write 
to them — to him, at least — as soon as she went home. 

Flora came in again just as she had arrived at this 
conclusion ; and Margery, for all her inexperience, 
had to notice that her colouring was almost too ex- 
quisite to be natural, and certainly quite different 
from what it had been in the motor. In some curious 
way, it made her look older instead of younger; it 
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called attention to the dragged kxtk about the eyes^ 
which was qoite oat of keeping with that absurd baby 
bkKim. Hw fiazeo hair, which in its great abundance 
had been one of her chief attractions, had grown 
thinner, and was disposed about her head in such an 
artificial complication of curis and twists and pnfis, 
that the eye wevied in following its intricacies. Her 
diess was elaborately expensive, and she wore too 
much jewellery : peaii drops in her t^rs, a long chain 
set with emeralds, and a dozen rings on the plump, 
white hands, which, for all that a life of idleness and 
careful manicuring could do for them, would nevec 
look anything but hopelessly plebeian. She sat down 
catefully on a stifi Empire settee, and put up her feet, 
in shining, pointed, patent leather shoes, with huge 
paste buckles and four-inch heels. 

" Yon don't mind, do yon 7 " she said languidly 
to Haigery. " I'm not at all strong ; I have to rest 
all I can." 

" I am sony," said Margery. 

" Oh, I can do things all right when there is any- 
thing to do/" said Flora, yawning. " What a dread- 
ful place this is — not a soul to speak to within miles I 
I really don't know how I am going to stand it, even 
for a few months." 

" But your cousin lives only a few miles off, she told 
me," suggested Margeiy. 

" Oh— Denise ! We aren't particularly congenial, 

I'm afraid ; in fact, Denise isn't at all a popular 

p«S0D, you know," said Flora, conveying hy her tone 

that her own departure from London bad left &iur 
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millions of motimeT5 behind. " You see, she's clever ; 
and nobody really likes a clever woman I " 

" Oh ! " said Margery. 

" It doesn't seem possible even to get up bii<^ ! " 
cried Flora, " Of course, I can have people to stay 
here— but nobody will stay when they find out what 
a hateful place it is ! " 

"Oh, it really is beautiful 1" Margery protested. 
" The Moor is lovely at all times of the year ; and 
the air is perfect " 

" One can't live on air," said Flora pettishly. " I 
could do without air, but I must have bridge. Why^ 
there's nothing else worth Uvit^ for ! " Hei tone was 
almost enthusiastic. 

The point of view was so astonishing to Mai|;eiy, 
that she found herself asking in return if she mi^ht 
see the children. The comiection of ideas was quite 
involuntary. 

" Oh, certainly, if you want to ! But they are only 
babies, you know," said Flora, all her animation gone 
again at once. " I really don't know if they are 
indoors or not. Do you mind ringing the bell — as you 
are near it 7 " 

Margery, complyii^, was subsequently thankful 
that her own modest walk in life did not set her in 
authority over such majestic creatures as the liveried 
and awe-inspiring being who answered the summons. 
Him Flora desired to find out if the young ladies were 
at home, and in that case to ask Nurse to bring them 
down at once ; whereupon he withdrew the light of 
his presence, and Margery breathed again. 
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There wu an intnval of some minutes before the 
aiiival of the children, and Flora filled it with lamenta- 
tions over the hardness of her lot. Nothing, it seemed, 
was qoite as it should be with her. The bonsekeeper 
managed the servants badly : the cook drank — and 
yet was too valuaUe to be dismissed ; her maid was 
impertinent — and yet also quite invaluable. She 
took no interest at all in Malory's affairs, and asked 
not one question as to her marriage or her husband^ 
or how she had come to settle down as a village school- 
mistress. She never mentioned her own husband at 
all — except as having been extremely annexed that 
she had not succeeded in presenting him with an hdr. 
~" It is hard luck 1 " wailed Flora. 

Uaigery su^ested, very shyly, that the matter was 
not even yet hopeless. But Flora scouted that idea 
at once. 

" Oh, I don't want any more I " she cried, so ttoes- 
getically that her voice grewquite shrill. " If ithadn't 
been for the title, I'd never have wanted any at all 
— ^wdl, perhaps one, just to dress prettily and look nice 
in the drawing-room when one has people to tea. 
Why, every child takes a year out of one's life, besides 
all the bother and expense and unpleasantness — and is 
it worth it ? " 

Margery sat appalled and dumb ; but, the door open- 
ing at that moment, was saved the difficulty of an 
answer. 

" Good afternoon, Nuise. Well, children ! " said 
Flora, turning a little to cast a careless, appraising 
filance towards them as they entered. 
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" Good afternoon, mother," two small^ timid voices 
replied ; and the children came up decorously to (Met 
a kiss. 

" This is Rosalie. This is Lilith. And the baby is 
Hyacinth," said Flora perfunctorily, just touching 
their cheeks with her Ups. 

" Shall I come back in ten minutes, my lady ? " 
the nurse inquired. 

" In five minutes," said Flora. 

The baby was deposited on a large down cushion 
on the floor. The two little girls sat down on two 
of the gilt chairs and remained there, quite quiet, 
perfectly " good," in a way that made Margery's 
heart ache. 

" Mayn't I take up the baby ? " she asked Flora. 

"Oh — if you like!" said Flora, surprised. "But 
won't it spoil your dress ? " 

Margery had the little thing in her arms before the 
sentence was finished : a pale, flaxen-haired creature, 
with a face the colour of wax, and curious light e3?es, 
with the pupils scarcely visible. It did not turn 
to her with the instinctive nestling movement of a 
baby that is used to cuddling ; but lay perfectly inani- 
mate, merely staring up at her without expression. 
The children were all three very much alike, not at 
all pretty, or childlike, or happy-looking. Margery, 
watching the unnatural decorum of their bebaviouTi 
and rememberii^ the quicksilver restlessness of her 
own Dick in particular and the small school-children 
in general, felt a lump rising and rising in her 
throat. 
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" How old ore they ? " she asked, for somethiiig to say. 

" Rosalie was a Christmas baby — she wOl be foni 
Dext Christinas. Lilith was — actually ! — only thirteen 
months after. Baby is — oh, somewhere abont a year. 
I know I couldn't go to Henley," said Flora. " You 
see, I have not had much peace t " 

Mai^eiy turned from her sharply. "Won't you 
come and speak to me P " she said to the two little 
^lis on the gilt chairs. 

They looked back at her ; looked at Flora, as if 
for pennission ; slipped down silently and timidly, and 
came over to her. But they would not talk. To her 
gentle questions they lisped out babyish answers 
that sounded afraid. They started when the door 
opened and their nurse came in again. The yooi^er 
of the two, who had grown sufficiently bold to slide 
her hand into Margery's, gave it a sudden frightened 
Uttle grip. 

" She's a good baby, isn't she f " said Ftora, looking 
at the httle group with a curious impersonal inter^t, 
as if the children belonged to someone else. 

" Very," said Margery. 

" But she always is good. Isn't she, Norse ? " said 
Flora, who seemed vaguely aware of something that 
was not approval in Margery's attitude. 

" Always, my lady. Yon would never know that 
there was a baby in the nursery," was the answer, 

" I should think not, if she is always as quiet as 

this," said Mai^ry ; and rose, with the child still in her 

aims, to give her up. As she did so, she met the 

nurse's eyes, and received a shock of surprise. What 
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could she have done or said to deserve that furious 
look of dislike and alann P It was veiled the next 
instant by discreet eyelids. 

" Are the children fond of their nurse ? " she askedj 
when the nursery party had retired. 

" I'm sure I don't know — I suppose so. Why ? " 
said Flora. 

" I thought she did not look very — good-tempered," 
said Margery, 

" 01^ she's quite invi^uable ! " cried Flora, afironted. 
" The most splendid creature — so capable, and keeps 
the children always turned out, as you see, like pic- 
tures, and with such nice quiet manners. She's a 
perfect treasure. Why, I had her from the Duchess of 
Daventry, when the poor little Marquess died ! " 

Margery said nothing more. Indeed, she hardly 
could have done so, for tea was brought in at the 
moment by the splendid creature who had appeared 
before, assisted by another of only less magnificence. 
And unmediately afterwards Flora said : " Oh, here's 
my husband ! Lord Stellacombe — Mrs. Vane." 

Margery turning, met curious light eyes set in a 
dark face ; and her heart stood still. 

Like lightning, her memory ran back to that night 
three weeks before her wedding, when Denzil had 
taken her to the theatre. Just so these same curious 
light eyes had looked at her, as she and Denzil came 
out into the wet street — ^with the same attentive 
surprise, followed immediately after by the same 
unsmiling amusement. Two facts, standing out from 
all others in her brain, seemed to paralyse her, 
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FOR the rest of that week, Hargery saw nothing of 
anyone connected with the HalL But she went to 
church on Sunday morning in fear and trembling 
lest the l%ht wolf-eyes should be turned on her from 
the Hall pew, though she remembered Denzil's saying 
"how well she seemed to remember everything he had 
ever said ! — that his cousin never went to church. She 
could not bring herself to glance in the direction of 
those cross-pews at all until some third of the service 
was over. Then, conscious, as one is, that for a long 
while certain eyes there had been steadily hxed on 
her, she took her courage in both hands and looked 
composedly across. 

The shock that she received was not unaccompanied 
by reUef. Flora was there, marvellously dressed, 
very limp and languid, sitting down for the Psalms, 
and refreshing herself at frequent intervals with a gold 
scent-bottle set with emeralds. Her husband was not 
there at all ; but someone else was by her side, and 
it was his eyes that had been so unwinkingly fixed 
upon Margery. It was Mr. Theophilus Privett. 

Time had not withered him. It had, on the con. 
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tiaiy, made his plump fonn plumper, bis bald head 
balder, and his round face rounder, and even more 
suggestive than it used to be of a well-boiled pink 
ham. His little eyes seemed to have retreated farther 
than ever into rolls of fat ; but they were very bright, 
and they were fixed on Margery with such a curious 
expression that she felt her colour rise. Indeed, he 
stared at her so persistently that she was relieved 
when the service came to an end ; and she lingered 
in the church, on one pretext or another, until the 
throbbing of a motor outside assured her that the fine 
folks from the Hall had departed. She wished more 
heartily than ever that they had never come to this 
part of the world at all. It was not only that she 
was feeling afresh the heavy weight of her secret, and 
a terror of being unable to keep it safely ; the whole 
village seemed more or less demoralized. Motors 
from the Hall were flying about at all hours of 
day and night, to the danger of every child in the 
neighbourhood, for Lord Stellacombe was a furious 
driver. Several women and girls had been up to help 
in various ways, and had come back dazzled with the 
fine town servants, the waste and luxury and wealth, 
which had never come their way before. Even Mrs. 
Strong, whose regular custom it was to take tea with 
Margery on Sunday afternoons, could talk of nothing 
but the new-comers in general and bis lordship in 
particular. His lordship had been to see her. " What 
about ? " Margery asked quickly ; but Mrs. Strong 
was so thrilled by the event, and talked so fast about 
it, that its reason never transpired. Wonderful 
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knowledgeable, His. Strong considered his lordship, 
for a London gentlenun ; be bad had the peisincacity 
to admire eicactly those things on the faxm on which 
she particularly prided heiself. He had dnink some 
of her cowslip wine and had eaten some of her special 
seedy cake, and bad asked for more, said Mrs. Strong 
with triumph. He bad also said that he had never 
tasted anything like either of them before ; and Mar- 
geiy, knowing full wdl the nature of these fcHmidable 
cooooctioos, would have been amused if she had not 
been too anxious. He must have been very much 
bent upon maloDg himself agreeable. So interested, 
he was, His. Strong continued volubly, in eveiy- 
thing connected with the village; so snrprised to 
hear that Uaigeiy had been a lodger at the f»im for 
so many months — and here Mis. Strong grew a little 
confused, for she was conscious of having said far 
more than she had ever intended, in answer to Lord 
Stellacombe's insinuating questions. It was a very 
small matter that she had described Deozil accurately, 
with much wealth of detail, and their arrival, and the 
circumstances attending his departure, and the manner 
of Margery's return ; all the world knew those things. 
But she did feel some prickings of conscience to re- 
member that she had been led on, by his sympathetic 
attitude, to confide to him the wonder she had felt 
when Denzil never came back or even wrote. Asked 
further how she, a woman of such acuteness, accounted 
for this mystery, she had even admitted what she 
had never before breathed to mortal soul — the various 
speculations that had passed one after another through 
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her mind; how sometiiDes she had believed that 
Denzil must be dead, and sometimes that perhaps 
he had suddenly lost his memoiy, like people in books, 
and sometimes (with bated breath) that he must 
be in prison for something. All these ideas Lord 
Stellacombe to bear did seriously incline, and at the 
end he just hinted a suggestion which she had never 
allowed to enter her mind for a moment — suppose 
they were not married at all ? She had repudiated 
it, of course, as in private duty bound, with indigna- 
tion ; but the thought stuck, as mud sticks, and it 
made her feel guilty now when she met Nailery's clear 
eyes. 

At that uncomfortable mconent Dick came in — not 
at all a Sunday Dick, but rufBed, dusty, hatless, with 
a bruise on his forehead, two badly scratched knees, 
and the sleeve half torn out of his coat. Mrs. Strong 
exclaimed with horror at the sight of him, and Margery 
started up, astonished and alarmed. 

" I've lost my hat," said Dick, making immediate 
confession to bis mother. 

" But what can have happened ? " ]tlargery asked 
seriously, pouring out hot water to bathe the injured 
knees. She had never known Dick to fight as yet — 
but presumably he would do so sooner or later, like 
other boys ; only she could have wished that he had 
not chosen a Sunday to begin. 

" The motor went over it," said Dick. " It was 
quite smashed." 

Margery turned white, and her bands began to shake. 

It was Mrs. Strong's questions and exclamations that 
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drew the stoiy pieceineal from Dick, in a child's id- 
ooherent {ashkm. How he had climbed up a high 
bank to get a closter of aQtonm leaves, such as Margery 
liked to have in a jar on the mantelpiece ; bow he had 
slipped and fallen—" But I don't remember being on 
the road at all," said Dick. How the next thing he 
remembered was being dragged up by one arm — 
" That was how my coat got torn " — and finding him- 
self, in a whirl of dust, standing by the roadside in 
Mr. Kent's grip, while Lord Stellacombe sat in his 
motor just a Uttle farther on. Mr. Kent said hardly 
anjrthing, said Dick ; but his voice sounded funny. 
The lordship talked a good deal, as if he were very 
angry with both of them ; Dick bad not understood 
a good many of his words at all, Mr. Kent told him 
then that it was lad^ for him that he bad happened 
to be passing at the moment. The lordship said 
that no one could see round a comer. What was 
stunned? What was manslaugiiter ? And Dick's 
head ached very much. Was tea nearly ready ? 

Mrs. Strong was full of bonified comment; but 
Margery, after holding her boy for a moment in a tight, 
fierce giip, which Dick resented greatly, only fell to 
bathing his forehead and knees without a word. Such 
accidents were alwa^ occurring, of coarse ; it was 
exactly the sort of thing that had been in her mind 
ever since the advent of the Hall motors. It would 
have been alarming in any case, whoever bad been in 
the car; but the fact that it had been Lord Stella- 
combe tamed Margery, for some reason, sick and cold. 
She felt as if she would never dare to let Dick out of 
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her sight again. It even cost her a pang when Mrs. 
Strong, preparing to go, invited him down to the farm 
the next day, to have tea and help her make blackberry 
jam : an annual festival which was one of Dick's 
greatest joys. Of course, Margery might have gone 
too. But she knew quite well that Mrs. Strong had 
something of a mother's jealousy of the boy whom she 
considered almost her own, and dearly loved to have 
him to herself now and then ; and Dick, too, was old 
enough by this time to appreciate the supreme im- 
portance of pajring visits by himself. 

So Margery stifled her own feelings, and set him off 
alone, when the time came, after afternoon school the 
next day ; and then, mother-hke, ran up to the attic 
window and watched him go every step of the way, 
until she saw him safely in at the farm gate far down 
the straight viUage street. Withdrawing her gaze 
with a breath of relief, and looking down, she became 
aware of Lady Denlse, on a handsome roan mare, 
looking up at her and laughing. 

" I was wondering how long it would be before 
you noticed me, Mrs. Vane 1 " she cried. " Are you 
busy ? May I come and see you in ten minutes ? " 

" Oh, please do 1 " Margery cried warmly; and she 
ran downstairs again and busied herself getting tea 
ready, thinking that under the circumstances she 
was glad that Dick had gone to the farm. 

Lady Denise, meanwhile, at the '^caiage gate, 
tailed low and earnestly to Mr. Kent. She had given 
him a letter, which he held unopened in his 
hand. 
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" The poor old man only died yesterday evening, and 
we wanted ym to have the offer of the living at once," 
she was saying. " Oh, Henry, do come I It wiD 
mean so much to my father — to both of as~--to have 
yon there. I made him write the formal oSei at once, 
and rode over with it myself so that I might say all I 
conld as well." 

Hr. Kent stood quite still, as his mamier was, looking 
down at the letter in his hand. 

" You need not think, because the place is charm- 
ing, that there is nothing for yon to do there," Lady 
Denise urged. " Ifr. Varcoe was so old that things 
have been allowed to slide dreadfully. You can work 
as hard as you lilK. Yon are more wanted there than 
here — 'in every way. My father is an old man now, 
Henry, and he is very fond of you — and he has no 
sons." 

Still Hr. Kent said nothing. 

" I hate to think of you living in this poky little 
house I " Lady Denise Sashed out. 

" Is it poky ? I never thought about it," said Mr. 
Kent with an amused smile. " It is quite good enough 
for me." 

" It's not good enough for your wife when you 
many I " said Lady Denise. 

" I don't think it likely that I shall ever mairy," 
said Mr. Kent. 

" Really, anyone who overheard us might think that 

I was propositi to you myself 1 " cried Lady Denise ; 

and burst out lai^hing, as one may at an idea that is 

frankly absurd, Mr. Kent's stem face softened wonder- 
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fuDy as he loolred up at her. Flora would probably 
have been scandalized at the heartlessness of the remark ; 
but be knew her well enongb to know that something 
very much more importaot than her complexion had 
been left behind in India with her husbajid and her 
chUd. 

" Well, I won't worry you any more ; but do think 
over it and say ' Yes,' " she said earnestly, leaning 
down from her saddle. 

" I will write to your father to-night," Mr. Kent 
promised. 

" Good-bye, then 1 I am going to see Mrs. Vane," 
said Lady Denise ; and flashed a keen glance at birn from 
under her black lashes as she said the name. 

Uaigery had her tea-table spread with the best she 
had; and Lady Denise, eating clotted cream with 
bread and jam like a schoolgirl, frankly enjoyed herself, 
proving to be one of those ideal guests who are per- 
fectly happy from the moment they enter a house to 
the moment they leave. In ten minutes Margery felt 
as if she bad known her all her life, and found herself 
talking of her trivial everyday occupations quite 
freely, and asking advice about small dif&culties. 
" But you can't be interested in all this 1 " she said, 
pulling herself up in confusion. 

" Yes, I am. Do tell me what happened then I " 
said Lady Denise with every appearance of truthful- 
ness; and subsequently helped herself to more jam, 
and said that it was the best she had tasted for years, 
and was Margery's recipe a secret, or would she mind 
giving it ? 
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So Mainly talked as she had nevo* talted, except 
to Densil, of the things that interested her ; and, look- 
ing at the strong face opposite, felt the qoick, warm 
affection that a young weman often conceives for 
another woman appreciably older, and yet still of her 
own generation. She found it a little difficult, (xrtainly, 
to keep from talking about Dick, seeing how large he 
bulked in her life ; and was glad to tum for safety to 
the tale of her meeting with Flora, and how they had 
been formeiiy acquainted, and of her visit to the 
HaU. 

" Well ; and what do you think of it 7 " said Lady 
Denise. 

Uargery felt a delicacy in saying exactly what she 
thought. She took refuge in sa^ng that she was 
Sony to see how dehcate the children looked. 

" The children — oh, don't talk of them ! " cried 
Lady Denise, with a sharp change of voice. " It's one 
reason why I can't bear to stay there — to see those 
poor, neglected, tragic Uttle souls ! I want to pet them 
— and yet I feel that it's cruel ; for what they've never 
had they don't know that they miss. She doesn't see 
them sometimes for days tc^tber — ^just leaves them to 
that brute of a nurse whom she took without a 
character——" 

" Why, she seemed to think so much of her t " said 
Margery in astonishment. " She said that she had 

her from a Duchess " 

" Yes — it's just to be able to say that, that she 
took her," said Lady Denise sharply. " The Daventry 
baby died in that woman's hands, and everyone knew 
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that she had dragged him. They didn't prosecute. It 
was too late to do anything, and the poor Duchess 
was half out of her mind as it was. I told Flora — ^but 
she wouldn't believe— or didn't care. Oh, it drives 
me mad I Those poor, poor babies 1 " She sprang up 
and stood close to the open window, as if she could not 



Margery, appalled, thought of the nurse's look at 
her, and saw again the little waxen-faced, quiet 
baby. 

" I'm glad, glai that they have no boy^that hurts 
them, at least t " said Lady Denise. The tears were 
ninnii^ down her face ; she stamped her foot passion- 
ately. " Oh, don't talk of it any more — I can't bear 
it I" 

The next moment, with a complete change of tone 
and manner, she had dried her eyes, and was insisting 
on helping Margery to clear away tea and wash up. 
She had not done such a thing for years — she never 
had the chance at home ; it would be a real treat. 
And so, in spite of Margery's scandalized protests, she 
drew up her sleeves and pinned up her habit, and fell 
to work with a will. She was delighted with the cosy 
cottage kitchen, and charmed with the neatness of all 
Malory's arrangements ; and it was not till the last 
plate had been washed and put away, that she exclaimed 
with horror at the time. 

" You will never let me come again, after a visitation 
like this t " she said whimsically. 

" Indeed, I can't tdl you what a pleasure it has 
been ! " said iiaxgery. 
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" At any rate, it is yoor tom now to come and see 
me," said Lady Deniae, drawing oa her riding gloves. 
" Satmxiay is a lioliday, isn't it ? Will you come next 
Saturday and lunch with me ? I'll send the car for 
yoQ early. Do come I " 

It was a fascinating invitation ; and Haigeiy accepted 
it with some little trepidation, but a vast amount of 
pleasure. 

" GoodI " said Lady Denise. " Now I must really 
go." 

Margery ran upstairs to fetch her bat and walk with 
her guest as far as the village inn, where her mare 
had been put up. Coming hack, she saw through the 
open doorway that Lady Denise had taken up a worn 
old sock of Dick's lying on her work-basket ready 
to be mended, and was fingering it tendetly, hungrily. 
The look on her face made the tears rush to Maigeiy's 
eyes. She turned to the front door and opened it with 
a little rattle; and Lady Denise, dropping the sock 
as if it had burnt her, came out with perfect com- 
posure. 

" Well, good-bye, Urs. Vane — till Saturday," she 
said. " Don't fo^t ! " 

" I will walk down with you," said Margery. 

It was a lovely evening, with the beginnings of a 
glorious sunset. Having watched her guest ride off, 
Margery turned away from home and up towards the 
Moor. It would be a shame to go indoors yet. She 
would come back by another way and pick up Dick at 
the farm ; and Dick would certainly not want to go home 
tiU_bedtime. 
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The lanes were lonely, set deep in tlieir hedges, so 
that Margery could only see a little way before and 
a little way behind. She met a few men returning from 
work, and nodded " Good-night " ; and then, turning 
a sharp comer, to her great surprise she met Mr. 
Privett. She was not at all sure that he would want 
to speak to her ; but he came up to her at once, with a 
beaming red face and a fat hand held out. 

" Now, I call this lucky," he cried, " for I was just 
on my way to see you ! " 

" Were you, really ? It was very kind," said Mar- 
gery, frankly surprised. 

" Perhaps you'll let me go a little way with you 
as we've met," said Mr. Privett. 

" Certainly, with pleasure," said Margery. She 
remembered gratefully that he had been kind to her at 
Canning Place. 

They walked on up towards the Moor. 

" Not quite so fast, please, my dear lady ! " cried 
Mr. Privett, panting. 

Margery relaxed her long, swinging step, and laughed. 
" I have been so used to walking alone, or with my 
Uttle boy, who is always in a hurry, that I'm afraid I 
do walk fast," she said. " Have you been up here 
before ? Isn't it lovely ? " 

" Lonely — very lonely ! " said Mr. Privett with 
strong distaste. 

" Well, that is part of the beauty of it," said 
Margery. " Don't you like to be able to see all 
round for miles and miles without a house at 
aU?" 
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" No I " said Mr. Privett very decidedly indeed. 
" I don't 1 " 

Margery, drinkiiig in deep breaths of the sweet air, 
that had already a hint of coming autumn sharpness 
in it, smiled without troutding to answer. Mr. Privett's 
opinion really mattered less than nothing to her. 

" Come, now I Yoo don't mean to tell me that you 
like this better than London ? " he went on ai|;iimen- 
tatively. 

" Indeed I do I " said Margery ; and the thonght 
of Dick caged in London streets, after the wild, healthy 
freedom of his life here, gave great decision to her 
tone. 

" Oh, nonsense t You don't mean that, yon know," 
said Mr. Privett. 

His tone vaguely displeased Margery, and hers was 
a little stifi as she answered : " It is fortunate that I 
do mean it, Mr. Privett ; for there is not the smallest 
likelihood of my going back to London." 

" Not if you were asked ? " said Mr. Privett. 

Margery, looking sharply at him, was suddenly 
very sorry that she had allowed him to come with her. 

" You're wasted here, you know. Not a soul to 
look at you ; and, upon my soul, you're worth looloDg 
at I " said Mr. Privett, in a voice that grew more 
familiar every moment. " It's just as I prophesied 
once, as you may remember, a good many years ago 
now. You're fifty times handsomer now than you were 
then ; while look at Flora I No one would give her a 
second glance now, and she was a prettyish girl then." 

Margery turned sharp away from the Moo', and took 
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a road that led directly back to the village. " That is 
your best way to the Hall," she said, pointing ont 
another that ran at right angles. 

" Now you're annoyed with me 1 " said Mr. Privett, 
taking no notice at all of this strong bint. " What is 
it all about ? Is it because I said nothing about the 
little chap ? Bless yoa, he shan't be a difficulty — 
I'm not the man to be mean about a good school " 

Margery grew rather white. She did not slacken 
speed at all as she walked, but she looked very straight 
at him. " Please don't say any more, Mr. Privett," 
she said. " You don't understand. It is quite 
impossible." 

" Now, my dear Miss Lennard I " ui^d tSi. Privett. 

" My name is Mrs. Vane," said Margery, 

" Oh, no, it isn't I " said Mr. Privett, most un- 
expectedly. 

The colour forsook Margery's face in good earnest 
at that, and at last she stopped dead. " What do 
jvu mean ? Who said such a thing ? " she asked, and 
her voice shook in spite of herself. 

" Why, my nephew. Lord Stellacombe, of course," 
said Mr. Privett ; and he Ungered over the name and 
the relationship with deep enjoyment. 

Margery's world seemed to be spinning round her. 
but she fought hard for self-control. " Will you 
please tell me exactly what he told you?" she said 
at last, very slowly, because she could not trust her 
voice. 

" Oh, what's the use ? What does it matter ? " 
cried Mr. Privett, as if he found this digression useless 
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and annoying. " I'm sore I don't wish to say or repeat 
anything that will vex yoa. I make yoa a fair offer — a 
very fair ofier, I think, onder the ctrctunstances. 
What's your answer ? " 

Ifaigeiy tried madly to think and onderstand. 
Sorely this could have only one meaning ; Lord Stdla- 
combe had told Ur. Privett that Denzil was dead. 
But, in any case, let her dear away the little man's 
importunity once for all before she went on to this 
vastly more important matter. 

" I think yoo mean to be land," she faltered. " But 
please never speak of this to me again 1 Even if — if my 
husband is dead— I could never many yon." 

There was an odd, awkward silence. 

" You needn't try to keep up appearances with 
me," said Hr. Privett. "Talking about husbands, I 
mean." 

For half a moment, in spite of his tone, Margery did 
not understand. Then, gasi»ng, she felt as if she had 
been whipped across the face, 

" Do yoo mean that you don't believe in my having 
a husband ? " she cried, scarlet. 

" Well, if yon have, who is he ? — and where is be ? " 
said Mr. Privett. 

Margery's breath came fast, 

" Mow, my dear girl, be reasonable 1 " said Mr. 
Privett. " / don't want to rake up old stories — though 
I can tell you that my niece. Lady Stellacombe, was 
uncommonly shocked. Of course, it is all years ago 
now and forgotten. But it's no use to pretend that 
you are really married, or ever were I " 
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" That is a lie I " said Margery with scarlet cheeks 
and blazing eyes. 

" Oh, I'm a liar, am I ? " said Mr. Privett, getting 
angry in his turn. " Very well, then 1 As I said 
before, who is your husband ?— and where is he ? " 

" I wonder that you should wish to marry me, if 
you can think that of me I " said Margery. 

" I can tell you it isn't many men who would 1 " 
said Mr. Privett, calming down at the sense of his own 
magnanimity, and the successful making of his point 
foi the second time. " But, as I said, it's an old 
story now, and you are the only woman that I ever 
fancied in my life." He took ber familiarly by the 
arm. 

" Please don't I " said Margery, trying to get away; 
but the pudgy hand was unexpectedly strong. 

" Now, be reasonable, and say ' Yes ' like a sensible 
girl 1 " said Mr. Privett, holding her fast. 

Margery looked wildly about her ; but they were 
back agEun by this time in the deep, narrow lanes, and 
it was most unlikely that anyone would pass this way 
so late. Struggling was merely undignified when she ' 
had already proved it to be useless. She stood quite 
still. 

" Now. that's better 1 " said Mr. Privett ; and before 
she was aware of it he shpped his arm round her waist. 
And at that she gave a sharp, fr^btened cry. 

" Don't be afraid. Why, I wouldn't hurt you for 
the world I " said Mr. Privett, as if be were a good deal 
pleased to have made sncb an impressfon. Then he 
stopped suddenly and looked quicldy round ; for the^ 
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ctmld both hear rapid footsteps coming towards tbem. 
The next moment Blr. Kent had turned the comer 
close by, and Margery had cried out his name in a 
voice that told more than she knew. Hr. Privett's 
bands fell to bis sides with remarkable saddenness. 

" Let me see you home, Mrs. Vane. It is much too 
late for you to be out here — tUone," said Hr. Kent. 

" Here ! here 1 " said Mr. Privett, with a faint 
attempt at blaster. " I don't want any parsons 
interfering " 

" I! yoa were thirty years younger," said Mr. Kent. 
" I'd thrash yon within an inch of your life — ^if I were 
fifty times a parson 1 " 

Mai^ry had never in her Ufe seen a really strong 
man really angry. His face fairly frightened her ; bat 
she felt an extraordinary sense of comfort and pro- 
tection beside him, and it was an untold relief to see 
Mr. Privett edging ofi obediently towards the road 
that led to the Hall, with a baste that was anything 
but dignified. Mr. Kent walked beside her in a 
merciful silence without looking at ber ; and Margery 
was very grateful, for she was shaking all over, and 
could not have spoken a word without breaking out 
into childish tears. He did not say a word, until she 
had fought down the hysterical sobbing and was begin- 
ning to wonder if she could trust her vcace enough to 
thank him. Then, as if he knew by instinct exactly 
how she felt, he turned to her and spoke. 

" May I a^ you a question, Mrs. Vane ? and will 
you beheve that I am not asking out of idle 
curioMty ? " 
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" Wliat is it ? " said Margery, trembling again, for 
his voice sounded unnatural. 

" Is your husband living ? " said Mr, Kent very 
abruptly and sharply. And Margery answered, with 
a sob that was almost a ciy : " Oh, I wish I 
knew ! " 

" You wish you knew ? " Mr. Kent had stopped 
abruptly, with his deep-set eyes fixed on her face. And 
Margery faltered out, in reply, as much of her story as 
she had told Mrs. J anna way. Of her secret marriage 
and the reason of it ; of Denzil's leaving her, and the 
reason for that, and something of the doubts, fears 
and surmises that had haunted her ever since. It 
was a wonderful relief to unburden herself of even so 
much of the heavy load that she had borne alone 
for so long. 

" And you have never taken any steps to find 
him ? " said Mr. Kent. 

" How could I ? " said Margery. " I had pro- 
mised." 

They walked on in silence until they reached the 
gate of the farm. 

" I am going in here to fetch Dick," said Margery, 
stopping. " I — I can't thank you." 

" Good-night," said Mr. Kent. " I am glad I 
happened to be there." 

He did not offer to shake hands — which hurt Mar- 
gery a little — or even look at her again ; but went off 
up the village street towards the Vicarage very fast, 
as if he had suddenly thought of something that was 
better done at once. 
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The Vicarage faced east, and inside it was already 
almost dark ; but the Vicar's honsekeeper, who had a 
commendable though rather depiesang leaning to- 
wards economy, had not thought it necessary to light 
np as yet. Hr. Kent was not without hb welcome 
home, however, for Edward, his bell ringing bravely, 
came trotting to meet his master, with a little croon 
of inquiiy as to why he had been so long away, and 
followed him into the study : and when the ^car 
took his boots off, hurled himself to rub bis boUet 
head against his master's feet in an ecstasy of 
devotion. 

One of mankind's superiorities over womankind is 
the fact that it always has matches in its pocket. 
The Vicar, fumbling in the dark, struck one, and 
lighted the candles which stood on his table. They 
had been left burning some time in a draught, and 
bad dribbled over in a long, twisted stem down to 
the candlestick. Seen in their rather faint light, the 
study looked uncommonly dreary and dusty and 
ill cared for. 

Mr. Kent took up his pen hastily and sat down to 
write. His stem face was more than usuaUy set and 
grim. 

" Dear Lord Cbesilden, 

" I must thank you heartily for your very 
kind offer of the living of CbesUden, and I accept it 
with gratitude. 

" Yours veiy sincerely, 

" Hbnry Kekt." 
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"The better part of valour, dear old chap 1 " sud 
the \^car to Edward, as he stamped and addressed the 
envelope ; and he patted him hard, hke a dog. And 
Edward, bowled over by the strenuousness of the 
patting, picked himself up to come and rub hard 
against his master's hand once more, and explain that 
he quite understood, and was not at all offended. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

THE LITTLE CHURCH IK THE PARK 

rT happened, fortunately for Margery, that the next 
Saturday was a particularly conveaient day for her 
to be away from home ; for Mr. Kent had invited Dick 
to go fishing with him, and that was a rare and won- 
derful treat, raising the boy to the seventh heaven of 
delight, and making him feel a man indeed. He had 
a great affection, albeit tempered with a wholesome 
awe, for bis godfather, and ranked him next after his 
mother ; Mrs. Strong coming in as a poor tliird, because 
Dick knew perfectly well that he could twist her round 
his little finger, and consequently, though he was 
very fond of her, he respected her not at alL 

He had talked of nothing else for days beforehand, 
the ordinary joy of such a prospect being enhanced by 
the fact that they were going " a long, long way ! " 
said Dick, opening his black eyes very wide in eager 
emphasis. This involved their making the journey in 
a certain curious low pony-cart belonging to the 
village irm ; and Margery, while quite understanding 
how much this added to the festivity, had to stifle 
certain motherly fears with respect to rampant motors 
and frightened ponies, for Mr. Kent, like most of 
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bis doth, was an extraordinarily poor driver. She 
saw Dick ofi to the Vicarage gaily, however, in the 
oldest suit of clothes for which Mr. Kent alwajn 
stipulated ; and then, with quite a childish excitement 
over her own day's pleasure, began to watch for the 
promised motor, long before there was the smallest 
likelihood of its coming. At the bottom of her heart 
she was very sorry that Mr. Kent was not going by 
the road that passed the school, so that he might 
have picked up Dick on the way ; for she was con- 
scious, with a Uttle innocent, pardonable vanity, 
that she was looking very nice. 

She had run upstairs half a dozen times, forgetting 
things for prire excitement, before she saw a motor 
in the distance, and noted agreeably the thrill given 
to the village at seeing an3'thing so impressive draw 
up at the schoolhouse. It was an extremely fine and 
large car, quite inconspicuous in appearance, but 
with every detail about it perfect of its hind. The 
chauffeur, though he looked as haughty and remote 
as most of his tribe, unfastened Margery's modest 
gate, and helped her into the tonneau, and arranged 
the rugs for her, with as much respect as if she had 
been an empress instead of a village schoolmistress. 
Once they were off, the rapid gliding motion was more 
like fiying than anything that she had ever imagined. 
The Stellacombes' car, which had given her her only 
other experience of motoring, was like a farm-cart in 
comparison, in spite of its gorgeous appearance and 
blaring horn. Mai^ry sat back luxuriously among 
her luxurious rugs, and enjoyed every minute of hei 
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quick flight thnmgh the air; nodded delightedly to 
astonished acquaintances whom she met ; was heartily 
Sony when the brief journey was over and they had 
passed some very fine gates of Italian ironwork, held 
open by a curtseying lodge-Keeper, and were speeding 
up a long elm avenue to the fine Jacobean house that 
stood on rising ground at the head of it. It was all 
very stately and impoang; and Margery, shy by 
nature, and additionally so by reason of her retired 
and solitary life, began to be frightened. She remem- 
bered, all too late, that Lady Denise, in spite of her 
friendly simplicity, was a great lady. The house, 
when they drew up before it, looked enonnous. There 
were deer in the park — always an impressive feature 
to the unsophisticated mind. There would certainly 
be dreadful men-servants. Ma^ry began to wish 
that she had stayed at home. 

But there proved to be no men-servants at all — for 
the moment, at any rate. Only Lady Denise, coming 
out of the door in the frankest fashion, as Maigery 
might have come from her own cottage to welcome a 
visitor. Her greetii^ was very wann. She wore a 
grey woollen gown quite as simple, and not nearly 
so becoming, as Margery's own ; and that was a great 
help. 

" I am so glad to see you ! " she said; and brought 
Margeiy in through a beautiful hall, and up wide, 
polished stairs, and along corridors, until it seemed 
as if a lifetime's acquaintance would be necessary 
before one knew the way about such a big house. It 
was a very beautiful house indeed, and eveiything in it 
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to have grown there, so that one could not 
imagine putting anjrtbing else successfully in the 
same place. 

" This is my den," said Lady Denise, opening a 
door. " And a stupid person has just chosen this 
time to come and see me about some village muddle, 
so I must leave yaa for a minute or two. I'm so 
sorry." 

But Mai^ery did not mind at aJL She was really 
E^ad to have time to recover her mental balance and 
look about her. 

It was an odd room, more like a man's than a 
woman's, the very opposite of any room that Flora 
Stellacombe had ever had the ordering of : so that 
Margery felt at once how impossible it must be 
for the two of them to have anything in common. 
There was an immense quantity of books of all 
sorts, ancient and modem, grave and gay, only 
alike because they all looked well read. The only 
purely ornamental tbii^ in the room were some very 
handsome Indian hangings and an elaborate carved 
teak mantelpiece. On this stood two photographs, 
the only ones in the room : a man in unifonn, with a 
kindly, clever, strong face, and a small boy, not at all -■ 
unlike Dick in size and age and general appearance, 
Margery studied them both very seriously ; and, if 
she looked longer at Lady Denise's husband than at 
her boy, she could hardly have told the reason. With- 
out any physical beauty at all. Captain Ormathwaite 
looked the sort of man in whom the heart of his wife 
must have trusted safely ; it was imposuble to imagine 
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time, or separation, or any chance of fortune, making 
a change in him. And suddenly Margery, arriving 
at that conchisioQ, caught herself up in a fright, and 
turned hastily away from the photograph. She was 
standing, when Lady Denise came back, quite at the 
other side of the room, looking at the open piano and 
the mane on it. 

" You are fond of music, and play yourself f " 
said Lady Denise. 

" Oh, I love it t I used to play— but I think I have 
forgotten bow by this time," said Uai^iery. " There 
is only a harmonium at the school." 

" You poor thing 1 " Lady Denise flashed oaf a 
qoick lau^ that was quite kind and sympathetic. " I'D 
play to you before you go, and you shall try if you 
really have foi^otten the way. But it would be a sin 
to stay indoors now, on a glorious morning like this. 
Will you come and see my roses 7 " 

They left the house by a different way, that led along 
still more endless corridors, and finally through a 
picture gallery, where family portraits stared down 
from both walls at Margery until she felt positively 
shy again. 

" Aren't we an ngly family ? " said Lady Denise, 
with refreshing candour. And, indeed, the pictures, 
whether they wore Tudor rufis, or Cavalier curls, or 
Augustan wigs, or powder and patches, all had a certain 
glim cast of features that made for strength rather 
than for beauty. " I do think," Lady Denise went 
on, surveying her ancestors with critical eyes as she 
passed them, " that for sheer solid British plainness 
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this gallery would be hard to beat ! In fact, there is 
only one handsome picture in the house — my mother's ; 
and she came from the West Indies. But my father 
has that in his library," 

She paused a moment before the last picture in the 
long line. It represented a delicate-looking young 
man, in whom the family characteristics were repro- 
duced so strongly that he looked almost like a carica- 
ture of those who had gone before, 

" This is my brother Denis," she said. " He died 
when he was twenty-four. It was a fancy of my 
father's to call us all as nearly as possible after my 
mother — which perhaps was fortunate for us, for our 
family names are nearly as ugly as ourselves t Her 
name was Denise Delorme. When you see my father, 
you will find it hard to beheve that he could do such 
a fanciful thing ; but he adored her — my pretty young 
mother — and he has never been the same since she 
died." 

They went down another flight of pohshed stairs, 
and out at a side door. 

" By the way," Lady Denise went on, " I may as 
well warn you, while I think of it, not to say anything 
about the Stellacombes. My father can't bear Horace, 
and finds it a very bitter thing that he is his heir. I 
do my best to keep the peace between them — ^that 
is why I was staying there— though I'm afraid 
my sympathies are all on my father's side. Lady 
Stellacombe isn't a great friend of youis, is 
she 7" 

" Oh, oo I " said Margery. " You see, I was only 
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the governess ; she would never have thought of 

making friends with me. Besides " 

" Just so 1 I know quite well what besides means," 
said Lady Denise quickly. " She married my cousin 
for the title, and he married her for her money, and 
I'm afraid I am ill-natured enough to wish that I could 
take either or both away from them — ^the title, for 
choice ! I think that would hit them very hard, and 
it would please my father so ! Unluckily, of coarse, 
it is impossible." 

They turned as she spoke into a rose-garden sloping 
to the south, and bordered with 3rew hedges ; and 
Ha^ery cried out at the beauty of it. The place was 
so sheltered that, late as it was in the year, the roses 
were blooming as if it had been June. 

" One of my hobbies," said Lady Denise. " They do 
wdl here, don't they ? " 

" I never saw anything so lovely in all my life ! " 
said Margery, with a long sigh of pure pleasure. 

lAdy Denise laughed at her wMm^cally. " You 
have i^enty of time still before you, Mrs. Vane, to 
see even more wonderful sights than this ! " 

" Indeed," said Margery seriously, " I am not so 
very yoong. I am nearly twenty-four." 

Lady Denise smiled and sighed. " And I am thirty- 
«gbt — that seems elderly to you, doesn't it ? But I 
wouldn't change with you, for all that. When one 
has lost as much as I have, one is glad to think that 
one is going down the hilL Every day that goes 
means one less of separation." She spoke suddenly 
of her husband, with the extraordinary frankness of 
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the naturally reserved woman who meets with the 
rare delight of a congenial companion. Only two or 
three sentences; but they left Margery very silent, 
for they showed her something that she had never 
met with before — something as far removed from a 
boy and girl fancy, or marriage for the sake of title 
or wealth or position, as pole from pole. 

" Don't look at me like that, Mrs. Vane ! " said 
Lady Denise, with a sudden quick change back to her 
whimsical manner. " I assure you that I don't expect 
to die for another thirty years at least — oh, what a 
long time it sounds ! " She caught her breath and 
bit her lip. " Besides, I have my days as full as they 
can well be, and any amount of business and pleasure, 
and any number of interests. Pray don't look so sorry 
for me ! " 

But Margery was quite silent. In the depths of her 
heart she was more than half envious of the one who 
had had so much, rather than sorry for the one who 
had lost it. 

They left the rose-garden, and strolled on into the 
park. 

" Am I tiring you out ? " said Lady Denise. 

" Oh, no ! " said Margery quickly. " I walk a great 
deal; I love walking." 

" What a rare accomplishment nowadays ! " said Lady 
Denise, with her quick, flashing laugh. 

It was a still, golden autumn day, with the leaves 

at their brightest, and the bracken underfoot all brown 

and yellow. They passed a miniature lake, with some 

coiious Indian fowl on it. Deer moved across the long 
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iloiaiig glades in the distance ; and beyond that every- 
thing was hazy in a faintly bine mist. 

" Come and see our little church," said Lady Denise. 
" Yon don't know, I suppose, that we aie going to 
rob you of your Vicar ? " 

" No," said Margeiy ; and looked at her quickly. 

" Our old Vicai died a week ago. My father ofieied 
my cousin the living, and I am glad to say that he 
has accepted it. It will be a great pleasure to us to 
have him here, and I don't know a more charming 
house than the Vicarage — such a change from what he 
has now I " 

" That will be very nice for him," said Ma^ery 
tamely. 

" And for us ! " Lady Denise insisted. " Poor dear 
old Mr. Vaicoe was nearly ninety, and nearly blind, 
and nearly childish — too much so to realize how much 
better it would have been for everyone concerned if he 
bad resigned. Poor old man 1 I feel ashamed now 
to think how he annoyed me. And yet peofde who 
knew him as a young man said that he was perfectly 
charming. But I don't think I like charming men. Do 
you ? " 

Hai^ery, flushed and stammering, made no intelligible 



"It is all very well when a man is quite young," 
said Lady Denise ; and her words found a traitorous 
echo in Margerys troubled heart. " But — well, per- 
haps I am prejudiced. There is an uncle of mine — a 
brother of my mother's — who is so fatally gifted with 
charm, and yet such a dismal, dismal failure in life. 
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And yet I have always heard that, in his early twenties 
—of course, he is a middle-a^ed man now — he absolutely 
fascinated everyone who met him." 

The colour had all fled from Margery's cheeks now. 
One's own doubts and difficulties are hard to deal with ; 
but when they are pat into actual words by someone 
else, they seem to rise up in double giimness. 

" Here is the church," said Lady Denise. 

They had come upon it rather suddenly as they 
turned out of a long oak avenue. Quiet, old and 
moss-stained outside ; in^de cool and still and peaceful, 
with a grave sanctity about it that would have made 
Margery, if she had been alone, fall on her knees in 
one of the high old-fashioned pews, and sob her heart 
out. There were fanciful carved heads at the entrance 
to eveiy pew — birds, beasts, angels, in quaint proximity. 
There was an odd, ugly crest — obviously the Chesilden 
crest — repeated over and over again in the carvings 
and in the dim stained glass of the windows. It struck 
Margery with a curious, disturbing sense of familiarity. 
She knew nothing of heraldiy ; but somewhere else 
she had seen that queer dancing beast with wings 
and a dragon's head — seen it often enough to know it 
quite well. 

" Our wyvem is nearly as ugly as we are, isn't he ? " 
said Lady Denise ; and, though her voice was decorously 
k>w, it was full of a whimsical amusement. 

The odd, baffling sense of familiarity beat at Mar- 
gery's brain with insistence. She had forgotten for the 
moment ; but someone else had told her the name of the 
beast long ago. " Argent, a wyvem nunpant, gules " 
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— she heard heneU repeating the jdirase over and 
over Uke a lesson. She battled with the maddening, 
intolerable half-remembrance, and coold not get hold 
of the cine. 

She followed Lady Denise down the aisle, and stood 
looking with only half>seeing eyes at an dabointe 
moral tablet of an early Lord Qiesilden in a mff, 
with his seven sons Icneding neatly in order of size 
behind him, and his seven dau^ters kneeling with 
equal decorum behind his wife opposite. There was 
a curious rhyming inscription underneath, irtiicfa at 
another time wonld have interested Margery greatly. 
There was also a veiy old font — " the oldest thing 
in the church," said Lady Denise. " But, indeed, thb 
is the only modem thing here at alL" She broke 
oS suddenly, as if she could no longer trust her voice ; 
and Margery, lifting up ber eyes, saw Denal lying 
before her in white marble. 

His face was turned towards her ; and so well had 
the sculptor done his woiic that, but for the dead white- 
ness of the figore, Maigery might almost have fancied 
that she saw her living husband before her. The 
beautiful, regular features lent themselves admirably 
to this form of reproduction ; the attitude was graceful 
and lifeUke. Margery stood with her heart in hw 
eyes, and gazed and gazed. 

" It is my brother Demdl," said Lady Denise with 
her deep voice very unsteady. " He was drowned 
vdien he was only twenty-two " 

" Drowned ? " said Margery. She was surprised 
to find that sne could speak quite dearly, 
308 

D,™),prii>,Google 



The Little Church in the Park 

" In a terrible wreck — the Campaspe. Oh, it is not 
likely that you would remember it ! It is five years 
ago," said Lady Dentse. " My father lost both his 
sons in a week — Denis died three days before Denzil. 
And I was in India." She turned quickly away, like 
a child who does not like to be caught crying ; but 
Margery saw a tear drop on the stone floor. Her 
own eyes were quite diy. 

The silence that followed seemed as if it would 
never end, Margery stood looking at the figure of 
Denzil, and wondering in a curious detached way 
what would happen next. The strain grew unbear- 
able. It was an untold rehef when a sudden voice, 
callii^ outside the church, made Lady Denise start 
and turn, passing her handkerchief quickly over her 
face. 

"That is my father calling me! We must go," 
she said ; and she walked quickly, without looking at 
Margeiy, up the aisle to the little north door by which 
they had entered. Margery followed, dumb and 
dazed. She could not realize what she had just learnt, 
or understand, or even feel about it. But she was 
aware that she was going at last to meet 4!)enzU's 
father — that stem father who had been the cause of 
her keeping a dead man's secret for five years. 

She almost ran against Lady Denise, who had come 
to a sudden stop at the door and was staring out with 
a white face. 

" Who is that child?" she said in an odd, hoarse 
voice. 

Margery, iooking out too, saw with astonishment 
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her own Dick. He had a letter in his hand. He wad 
very shy, and consequently very fierce; and he was 
standing face to face with a tall, bent old man, le- 
tuming fierce stare with fierce stare. But the strange 
thing, to the two women watching unnoticed from the 
doorway, was that the old man's face and the little 
boy's were feature for feature the same : an absolute 
likeness of coal-black hair and strongly marked brows, 
of stroi^, irregular features, of square cleft chin. 
Even a certain curious shrug of the shoulders, of which 
Hargeiy had often vainly tried to cure Dick, was a 
faithful reproduction of the old man's attitude. 

" What are you doing here ? " 

The hoarse voice, shaking extremely, would have 
daunted most boys. But Dick still looked up bravely, 
and answered without fear. 

" Mr. Kent sent me to find my mother. He said she 
was here. I have a letter for her." 

" What is your name ? " said Lord Chesilden 
hoaisely. 

" Richard Denzil Vane," said Dick, lifting a defiant 
chin. 

Lady Denise gave a quick little gasp and ciy. Dick, 
turning at the sudden sound, saw Margery, and turned 
to her with reUef. " Oh, mother," he cried, " here is 
a letter " 

Lord Chesilden crossed the space dividing him 
from Margery with two steps. He was a tall and 
commanding old man, and his face could not well 
have been sterner or more imperious ; but Margery, 
looking up at him, was not afraid. 
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" What was my son Denzil to you ? " he asked her 
harshly. 

And Mai^ery told at last the secret that had been 
such a weary harden for five years. " He was my 
husband," she said. 

" Where were you married? — and when?" cried Lady 
Denise, with a quick urgency in her deep voice. Lord 
Chesilden was standing perfectly still, as if the power 
of speech bad left him ; but his eyes never left Margery's 
face. 

" We were married five and a half years ago, on the 
thirteenth of February," said Margery, " in London — 
at St. Matthew's, Canning Place." 

Simple as they were, the efEect of those few words 
was almost terrifying ; for at the sound of them an 
extraordinaiy chaise passed over Lord Chesilden. 
From an old man, he became quite suddenly an aged 
man. His set face relaxed; the strong old hands, 
crossed one over the other on the handle of his stick, 
began to shake pitifully. He looked like a man who, 
having braced himself with all his strength to bear 
some hfelong burden, could not bear the reaction of 
having the burden removed without warning. Lady 
Denise was instantly at his side, her arm through his, 
turning him away from the church door ; but not 
so quickly that Margery had not seen the slow, terrible 
tears of old age beginning to run down the whiteness 
of his face. She drew Dick away quickly in the 
opposite direction, so that he might not see them. 

" Here is a letter for you, mother," the boy repeated. 

He had always a tenacious fashion of keeping to his 
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point antil be had gained it, and the presence of these 
strangers was to him merely odd, uncomfortahle and 
quite incomprehensiUe. " We met the postman just as 
we started. And it has got ' Immediate ' written on 
it, so Mr. Kent said that I had better come and find 
you — because we were coming near here, anyhow." 

Margeiy took the letter mechanically and without 
interest. She did not know the writing, or trouble to 
examine the postmark ; she had not a correspondent 
in the world from whom she would have cared to hear 
just then. Bat she had better open it ; it would give 
Lord Chesilden more time. She tore it open, and 
saw at once the «gnature " Herbert Jannaway," 
and hardly cared to go farther. It was merely an 
answer, of course, to her letter about Phyllis. 

The next moment a sentence caught her eye and 
held it 

" I do trust the letter was of no importance. We 
found it only to-day, put away in a box of our little 
girl's treasures, which she would never let anyone else 
touch. I can only imagine that the foreign stamps took 
her fancy " 

With trembling fingers Mai^jety took the letter from 
its cover. There was something else enclosed — an 
old, dirty, faded envelope that bad never been opened, 
with the address in Denzil's handwriting, and a date 
of more than five years before. It took Margery 
back, like the magic carpet of a fairy-tale, to those 
long-ago days before she had forgotten how to hope- 
She felt herself once more the young girl-wife whom 
Denzil had left, as she drew out the crumpled letter. 
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Such a boyish, hasty scrawl ; such an insignificant 
sheet of paper — it seemed imposable that the loss of 
it should have made five yeais' difference to so many 



" My own dearest Margery. — I must make .time 
to write a line, though I ought to be doing 
fifty other things instead. My poor brother Denis 
died quite suddenly this morning' — an awful blow to 
my father ; but I think we have understood each 
other since better than we ever did before. If only 
I hadn't to go to Jamaica ! But everything's settled, 
and it would make awful confusion to give it up at the 
last minute, and so I must go ; but my father says I 
need only stay a week or two — so it won't be three 
months, you see, after all, before I come back to my 
darling wife ! I nearly told my poor old father about 
you ; and then it didn't seem the thing to do at this 
minute, and I am just ofi. I really think he would 
hardly have minded ; he has been awfully decent, and 
I wish I hadn't alwaj's thought him so down on me. 
When I come back I mean to be a model everything. 
I am so glad to have something decent to offer you, 
darUng. It's poor sport being only a younger son — 
but that's over now, I'm really not a brute — I never 
dreamt of stepping into poor Denis' shoes, and I shall 
miss him horribly. But it's for you that I'm glad. 
This is the first time that I sign myself (and it's quite 
right that it should be to you), 

" Your loving husband, 

" Stellacoubb." 
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It was with an effort that Mai^ry, reading and 
re-reading with dazed eyes, reahzed that Lady Denise 
was tonching her arm and speaking to her. 

" I don't think you heard my father. He is so 
anxious to hear — anything you like to tell him." 

Uaigeiy lifted her eyes to Lord Chesilden, and held 
out her letter. 

" Tliis is from Denzil," she said. "It was lost. 
It was only sent to me just now." 

" From Denzil 1 " 

Lord Chesilden and Denise spoke together; and 
together they read the letter, while Margery looked 
with a curious detached interest at the signet rii^ 
on the old man's hand. That was the missii^ due, 
of course, to what had been eluding her memory. 
Denzil had worn a ring like it ; and it had been from 
him — bow could she have forgotten for a moment ? — 
that she had learnt her lesson about wyvems. It 
must have been the coloured blazoning in the church 
windows which had bafQed her, and made the crest seem 
unfamiliar. 

Dick, horribly bored by all this incomprehensible 
behaviour, and jret too well brought up to wony his 
elders while they were obviously busy, had found a 
dead mole, and with it had found instant consolation 
and interest. Margery's eyes, wandering to him> 
suddenly filled with tears. It is the small things of life 
that prick home to oar hearts the meaning of the 
great events. Her mind was stiU so stunned with the 
shock of a too sudden knowledge, after all these years 
of ignorance, that she scarcely realized what it all 
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meant ; but it came to her like a blow that Denzil 
would never see his son. But she must not give way 
now. Plenty of time for that later, when she was 
quietly back again at home, with time to think and 
think until she made herself gradually understand. 
There was so much that must be told hrst. 

Lord Chesilden and Denise had finished the letter, 
and turned to her again ; and she found herself telling 
a plain and simple story of how she and Denzil had 
first met, of their marriage, and the reason for its 
concealment — softening this as much as might be, 
for she saw Lord Chesilden wince. She told of their 
honeymoon and their parting, and of the one letter 
that she had had from Denzil ; and then she stopped. 

" Well ! " said Lord Chesilden, looking sharply at 
her with his stem, deep-set eyes. " What then ? What 
steps did you take to find out what had happened ? " 

" I could do nothing, without telling who Denzil 
was," said Margery, surprised. 

" But did you see no lists of names of those who were 
lost in the Campasfe ? " 

" I looked for the name of Holyer, of course," said 
Margery; and her voice shook, as she remembered 
those agonies of searching. 

" But did it never occur to you — had he never told 
you my name or his brother's, for instance ? " 

" I never thought of your name being anjrthing 
but Mr. Holyer," said Margeiy with extreme sim- 
phdty. " Yes, he talked of you often ; but he always 
said ' my father ' or ' my brother.' " 

" And did he never mention where we lived ? " 
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" I think be most have, once or twice, because I 

seemed to have heard the name before when Lady 
Deniae asked me to come here to-day," said Hai^iy, 
knitting her brows in the effort to remember. " But 
that would not have told me anything, yon see, even 
if he did." And she wondered a little at the quick 
flash of amusement that came into the eyes of both 
father and daughter for an instant. It had never 
occurred to either of them before that there could be 
anyone so ignorant of the Red Book as to have 
not even a nodding acquaintance with the name of 
Chesilden of Chesilden. 

" Then yon did nothing at all ? " 

" I just waited," said Margery. 

" Waited — for five years ? " 

" There was nothing else to do," said Ma^ery. " I 
could not tell anyone— without Denzil's leave — as long 
as he was alive." 

There was a curious silence, as if both Lord Chesilden 
and Denise foimd nothing at all to say. It was broken 
by the sudden noisy blare of a motor-horn, and a 
large conspicuous car dashed into s^ht from the high 
road, at a pace that made Lord Chesilden frown and 
stare. 

" Horace and Flora — at this moment of all others ! " 
cried Denise, with strong disfavour. But Lord Chesil- 
den's frown vanished as quickly as it had come, and 
was replaced by a smile that had something vastly 
unpleasant lurking in it for someone. His tall, bent 
form straightened itself like that of a young man. 
He turned to greet Flora, mindog over the grass in the 
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last and u^est and most expensive of motoring attire ; 
and his manner was too suave, his attitude too 
courteous. 

" I am very glad to see you ! " he said ; and he said 
it as if he meant it heartily. 

" How sweet of you ! " gushed Flora : though it 
was perfectly evident, from the quick, alanned glance 
that she threw at him, that she felt the absurdity of 
the adjective in such a connection. " We are going 
to Exeter for the day, and couldn't help just running 
in to see if we could do anything for you — or for dear 
Denise ! " She became suddenly aware of the presence 
of Ma^ery' — her husband, standing behind her, bad 
noticed her, without noticing, from the first — and, 
tossing her virtuous chin in the air, gave her the cut 
direct. 

" I thought you bad met this lady ? " said Lord 
Chesilden suavely, with the elaborate old-world courtesy 
which can be overwhelming when it conveys even a 
touch of sarcasm. 

" This lady ? " said Flora ; and her tone, which she 
tried to make withering, suddenly reminded one of 
the hands that no manicuring could make otherwise 
than plebeian. " Oh — I think perhaps you don't know 
quite so much about her as I do ; or perhaps it 
hasn't occurred to you to ask her if she ever had a 
husband I " 

" On the contrary, my dear niece," said Lord Chesil- 
den, " perhaps I know even more on both those points 
than you do. Since you seem a Uttle doubtful whether 

you know her, JWfi-jjHirfyCT- " 
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He W8S still spealdng pointedly to Flora, who looked 
Qp at him with wide eyes of astonishment. 

" Let me have the pleasure of making yoa known 
to one another," said Lord Chesilden. " Mrs. Horace 
Holyer — Lady Stellacombe, my son Denzil's widow." 

Flora gave a little gasp and scream. Her hosband's 
daik face turned a hvid white, and his eyes were ugly. 

" Possibly," said Lord Chesilden, with an incredible 
urbanity, " you have not yet met my grandson, the 
present Lord Stellacombe, who is over there by the 
church door, engaged in — ah — the pursuit of Natural 
History," 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

LADY STELLACOHBE AT HOME 

IT was Mai^ery's last day in her cottage ; but, as ^e 
had had nothing to pack except her own and 
Dick's few personal effects, the little rooms did not 
look too unhomelike. She had grown accustomed to 
the change in her position and prospects with an 
astonishing quickness. It seemed ages ago since she 
had sat on a sunny beach, watching Dick build sand- 
castles, and worrying about his future; and since 
the passing of those few weeks had put such a gulf 
between then and now, it followed that the brief long- 
ago days of her wifehood had faded almost to the 
dimness of a dream. Hope had been dying gradually 
for so long, that its actual death was very nearly pain- 
less. The gill-wife, the boy-husband of those days, 
seemed almost more like creatures of fiction than of 
fact. She could look back to the story of their loves 
and griefs with a certain tender pity that had very 
little connection with herself. The new life that she 
was about to begin had nothing at all to do with the 
Denzil she had known. 

She smiled again to think of h^ anxiety over Dick's 

future — Dick, whose name was already put down 
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for Winchester, where long generations of his ancestois 
bad left their mark in every sense ; whose new Shetland 
pony was even now awaiting his arrival at Chesilden ; 
who had the joyfnl anticipation of overhauling a 
hundred treasures, great and small, that had belonged 
to his father. From his point of view, there was only 
one serious drawback to his new honours, though that 
was not an insignificant one for five years old. It 
was very trying for a person who had just learnt 
successfully to sign himself " Dick Vane " in lai^ 
letters to realize that his labour was lost, and that 
he must b^;in all over again with the formidable length 
and complicated spelling of " Stellacombe." 

There was a nine days' wonder in the village, of 
course. Mai^ery was amused to find that certain old 
foes of hers, who bad strongly disapproved of her 
dealings with, th»r turbulent offspring, were foremost 
in the loud chorus that proclaimed " her ladyship " 
the best teacher that the school had ever boasted. 
Dick,' less versed in the ways of even the smallest world, 
was surprised to find that " the little lordship " held 
a very different place in public estimation from 
*' Teacher's Dicky," Mrs. Strong, weeping to lose 
them, overjoyed at their good fortune, in sore straits 
between affection and respect, rang the changes in 
such a marvdlous fashion upon endearments and 
titles, that Margery hardly knew whether to langh 
or ciy, and ended by doing a UtUe of both. 

She was moving now about her httle kitchen and 
sitting-room, getting tea ready with the ease and 
swiftness that comes of long practice^ and thinking a 
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little timidly, a little sadly, of the very different meal 
to which she would sit down the next day. It was, of 
cooise, nothing but comfort and relief to be free for 
evermore from any anxious planning about Dick ; but 
for herself the prospect held much that was terrible 
for a shy person, who had led such a life as hers for 
the past &ve years. She and Dick had been very happy 
and content in the Uttle cottage. Every corner of it 
had some association with Dick's first steps in life ; 
she was loath to leave behind the very kitchen table, 
by a leg of which he had for the £rst time pulled him- 
self to his feet some four years ago ; and a hundred 
such foolish, trifling recollections made the tears start 
to her eyes as she looked lingeringly round. The tiny 
garden, too — she and Dick had worked in that with 
a will, and produced some successes and some failures, 
but, on the whole, had succeeded in keeping a very 
creditable bright show for passers-by to see during 
three-quarters of the year. She did not like to think 
of the little plot in other, perhaps careless and n^lect- 
ful, hands. Xot one of the gardens over at Chesildea 
could take the same place in her afEections. Her 
eyes fell on the httle dumpy seat in a fireside comer 
that was sacred to Mrs, Strong — " best for short legs," 
as that good lady always said frankly. Mrs. Strong 
u(«^^tUd be very lonely indeed without her Sunday tea 
and 'gossip. Visits that Margery might pay her in 
the future — and she intended that they should be 
frequent — coming over in stateful carriage or luxurious 
motor, would be entirely difierent from the homely 
friendliness of running down from the schoolhouse to 
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the fann whenever she hod half an hoar to spore. 
Urs. Strong would soon leam to look npon her as only 
a rich and splendid stranger, with no tastes or intoests 
in common. Even already her manner was con- 
strained and different. 

Frightened by the increasing sadness of her thoughts, 
Uargery made haste to be veiy busy indeed; bat 
the contrasting phantoms of past and future vete 
not to be disposed of so easily. The thought came 
to her, choking her for the moment, that this was 
the very last time she would ever spread a tea-table. 
She had pleased herself in making a little feast for 
Dick, that nothing should be wanting to the brightness 
of their last evening in the cottage. But now, survey- 
ing the table, she was suddenly aware that this jam 
was the very last that she would ever make, this 
cream the last that she would ever scald. She had 
made Dick his favourite cakes ; and she wonld never 
make them again. The household tasks, that had 
been at first such a difficulty and burden, had long 
ago become absolute pleasures ; for it had not taken 
her many weeks to find out that she was one of those 
who are housewives bom, not made. She knew the 
pride of having her recipes b^ged for, of being asked 
why this and that had gone wrong in someone else's 
cookery, of being ^treated to show how such and 
such a thing should be done — " because yours is 
always so wonderful good. Teacher ! " Her failures, 
after the first, had been few; her triumphs many. 
At Chesilden she would scarcely know where the 
kitchens were. The housekeeping, such as it was — it 
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must be the veriest trifle with that great anny of 
servants, who were, to speak truth, one of Margery's 
greatest bugbears — was, of course, entirdy in Lady 
Denise's capable hands. 

Two very bitter tears ran down her cheeks as she 
filled her teapot, and she wiped them away in a fright 
— a pretty preparation, indeed, for the bright, cosy 
evening she had planned for Dick I She hastily finished 
her arrangements and ran out into the garden ; partly 
because the fresh air would most quickly drive away 
any suspicious redness from her eyes, partly to look for 
Dick — for he was a couple of minutes late, and the hot 
cakes would be cold. 

He was already in sight, but not alone. He was 
walking beside Mr. Kent, and Edward strolled t>ehind 
them with the detached air of your true cat, who 
would not for the world have you think that he is 
out with you for any other reason than the gratification 
of his own fancy. 

" I was just coming to say good-bye," said Mr. 
Kent, stopping at the gate. 

" Won't you come in ?" said Margery. " We are 
just going to have tea." 

He had never been inside her door, a little, perhaps, 
to her chagrin ; for a good housekeeper takes no small 
pride in displaying her achievements of cookery and 
dainty arrangement. But, to be sure, she had never 
asked him ; she bad always had a knea appreciation 
of her position as schoolmistress and his as Vicar. 

Mr. Kent hesitated : perhaps would have declined. 

But Edward, with the feline decision against which 
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there ii oo appeal, cocked bis tail stiaight up like a 
nimod, and walked tbroagh the gate, up the pathway, 
and in at the door. 

" Yoa tee what a remarkable cat I " said Mr. Kent, 
half snuHng. " He quite ondentood your kind 
invitation, and has accepted for us both." 

It was late eoou^ in the year to make an evening 
fire vuy welcome ; early enon^ to have a six o'clock 
tea still by daylight in the bright little room that 
looked westward. Margery was so haunted by the 
sad words " for the last time," that she was thankful 
not to be alone with Dick for that Ute-i-tSU tea vi^ch 
she had originally planned. For him, of conise, the 
great change was an unalloyed delist He chattered 
fast to Hr. Kent about the Shetland pony and the 
other treasures that awaited him ; he was almost 
too excited to eat the dainties that Margery had pro- 
vided, and was obviously counting the hours that must 
still pass before the Chesilden motor should arrive, to 
whiri him and his mother off to the new life. Margery, 
in her present mood, could hardly bear it. She was 
glad when Edward kindly created a diversion by 
standing on his hind-legs, planting a reproachful white 
paw firmly for an instant on the table-cloth, and sitting 
down again with dignity and his tail curled round his 
feet. 

" Oh, make him ramp 1 " Dick cried. " Mother 
has never seen him I " 

" She has a treat in store," said Mr. Kent, with 
perfect seriousness ; but he glanced at Margery with 
a sidelong, whimsical glance that Tecalled his cousin. 
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" I think I told you that Edward is the most remaric- 
able cat in Devonshire, Lady Stellacombe ? You will 
now see him do what no other cat has ever been known 
to do ! " 

Dick had assiduously filled a saucer with milk. 
" Edward, be a cat rampant < " commanded his master ; 
and Edward, rising once more on his hind legs, waved 
his paws in the air in a slow and heraldic manner, and 
then settled down to the contents of the saucer with 
concentration. 

It was absurd of Margery to feel the tears smarting 
at the back of her eyes, while she laughed rather un- 
steadily. The sound of her rightful name was still 
unnatural in her ears, and made her feel uncomfort- 
able. Edward's waving paws recalled ridiculously the 
wyvems at Chesilden. She was afraid of the new Ufe ; 
she was coward enough to wish that the old life, with 
all its disadvantages and anxieties, could come back 
again. It was an unfeigned relief when the tea-party 
was broken up by a couple of the vilk^ boys — sworn 
foes of Dick's hitherto, but possessed of a truckling and 
far-sighted mother — who came armed with a parting 
gift, in the shape of a long-haired guinea-pig of revolt- 
ing appearance. Dick was, of course, in raptures ; 
and Margery did not suggest that such a piece of live- 
stock might not be welcome at Chesilden, partly because 
she had not the heart, but partly because she foresaw 
shrewdly enough that the stem old man, who had ruled 
his sons with a rod of iron, bade fair to be twisted 
round bis grandson's little finger. Some sort of accom- 
modation must be arranged for the new-comer for 
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that night, of coorae ; and Dick withdrew joyfully 
to the kitchen to make a temporary hutch out of a 
wooden box. 

" He is a handy little fellow," said Mr. Kent. 

" He has always had to do things for himself," said 
Margery, very seriously and with a little sigh. And 
Mr. Kent looked at her in silence for a minute before 
replying : " Dick is made of too good stuff to be 
eaaly spoiled." 

" I hope he won't be," said Margery. 

" And you will not be sorry for him to have — rather 
more appro[»iate companionship," said Mr. Kent, with 
a half-smile : which showed that he had seen the dis- 
taste, veiled in a kindly manner enough, with which 
she had received the donors of the guinea-pig. 

" Oh, yes ! " said Margery, with warmth and sincerity. 
It was the one point connected with the change for 
which she was wholly thankful 

" And you — ^you will not be sony to have a little 
rest yourself, after your five years of work here," 
said Mr. Kent. 

" I like work," said Margery. " And — and it doesn't 
seem to me that I shall ever have anything to do 
again." 

She stopped suddenly : and Mr. Kent said nothing. 

" I never lived in a big house like Chesilden," said 
Margery. " It won't seem like home. If only they 
would have let Dick and me have a ItttU home of our 
own somewhere not far away — ^but they gave me no 
choice." 

Still Mr. Kent said nothing. 
326 

D,™),prii>,Google 



Lady Stellacombe at Home 

" I'm not ungrateful—^flSi! don't think I am ! " 
said Margery, frightened and repentant. " No one 
could have been kinder than Lord Chesilden — and I 
love Denise " 

" Denise is one in a thousand; but she always has 
her own way," said Mr. Kent, with another httle 
smile. " That Is why she and her father get on 
together so well. Neither of them ever gives in : but 
fortunately they always want the same things." 

" I don't feel that Dick will ever be all my own 
again! " said Margery, in a quick, sobbing voice that 
was almost a cry. 

" No one can ever take his mother's place with Dick," 
said Mr. Kent ; adding quietly, after a moment : "I 
know that, for my own mother died before I could 
remember her." 

Ma^ry looked up with quick sympathy, diverted 
from her own perplexities. She had never heard 
Mr. Kent speak of himself before. Her eyes were 
very soft as she listened to the two or three quiet 
sentences that he added, telling of a sad and lonely 
childhood, a lonely boyhood, a manhood of hard, 
solitary work. Mr. Kent seemed all at once to have 
stepped down from the pedestal on which she had 
always looked up to him, and to be standing, sur- 
prisingly, on the same level as herself. For the first 
time since she had known him, it struck her with 
surprise that he was not so very much — say ten years — 
her senior. 

" Oh, I am sorry — I am sorry I " she cried, with so 
much sympathy that Mr. Kent, smiling, said : 
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" I really never meaot to make myadf oat an entirdy 
distressfnl person. Lady Stellacombe ! " 

The name brought back suddenly to Margery her 
own troubles, which she had for the moment forgotten. 
Her lips quivered. 

" What is the matter ? " said Hr. Kent quickly. 
" What have I said ? " 

" It's only that I cui't bear being called that," 
Margery faltered tremblingly. " It's not Denzil's 
name, as I knew him — ^it seems to put me all by 
myself " 

" I can't call you Mrs. Vane," said Mr. Kent, " be- 
cau)>e it is not your name — and never was." 

Margery shook her head foilomly. 

" Margery," said Mr. Kent, " do you think you 
could make a home of Chesilden Vicarage ? " 
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